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LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


XXXIV. 
By Dr. Dalton, 


By the gaily circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes pals ; 
By the hollow caſk are told 
| How the waning night gro- vs old. 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play. 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care! 'twas made for you. | 


XXXV, 


By the Earl of Rocheſter, 


Voucan, contrive me ſuch a cup, 
As Neſtor us'd of old; 
Show all thy ſkill to trim it up, 
| Damaſk it round with gold. 
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V Make it ſo large, that, fill'd with fack 
| Up to the ſwelling brim, 

\ Vaſt toaſts in the delicious lake, 

Like ſhips at ſea, may ſwim. 


| Engrave not battle on his cheek, 

| n With war I've nought to do; 

I'm none of thoſe that took Maeſtrick, 
3 Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 


Let it no name of planets tell, 

IF Fix'd ſtars or conſtellations ; 

For I am no Sir Sydrophel, 
Nor none of his relations. 


6 * 


But carve thereon a ſpreading vine, 

| Then add two lovely boys ; 

: Their limbs in am'rous folds entwine, 
The type of future joys. 
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Cupid and Bacchus my ſaints are, 
May drink and love {till rcign! 

With wine I waſh away my care, 
And then to love again. 
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XXXVI. 


By R. B. Sheridan, Eſq. 
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Tuis bottle's the ſun of our table, 
His beams are roſy wine; | 
We---planets that are not able 
| Without his help to ſhine. 
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It chanc'd, as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 


CONVIVIAL and BACCHANALIAN. 3 


Let mirth and glee abound ! 
Yow'll ſoon grow bright 
With borrow'd light, 

And ſhine as he goes round. 


XXXVII. 


Tux BROWN Jus. 
By Mr. Fawkes. 


Dax Tom, this brown jug, that now foams with mild ale, 
(In which I will drink to {ſweet Nan of the vale) 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old foul, 


As &er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 


In booſing about 'twas his praiſe to excell, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


- 


In his flower-woven arbour, as gay as you pl: aſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing forrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died tull as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 


And Time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 


A potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug; 

Now facred to friendſhip, and mirth, and mild alc: 

So here's to my lovely ſy,cet Nan ot the vale, B 2 
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XXXVIII. 


Baccuvs's App RSS. 


Bacchus, one day gaily ſtriding 
On his never-failing ton, 

Sneaking empty pots deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd each toping fon : 

* Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore'the liquid ſhrine ; 

All things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine. 


Ancient heroes, crown'd with glory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me; 
Poets wrote the flaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity. 
If my influence is wanting, 
Muſic's charms but ſlowly move; 
Beauty, too, in vain lies panting, 
Till I fill the ſwains with love. 


If you crave a laſting plcaſure, 
Mortals, this way bend your eyes ; 
From my ever-flowing treaſure | 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe, 
Here's the ſoothing balmy bleſſing, 
Sole diſpeller of your pain; 
Gloomy fouls from care releaſing : 
He, who drinks not, lives in vain,” 
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XXXIX. 
By Paul Whitehead, Ei. 


War x Bacchus, jolly god, invites 

To revel in his ev'ning rites, 

In vain his altars I ſurround, 

Though with Burgundian incenſe crown wd: 
No charm has wine without the laſs; 
Tis love gives reliſh to the glals, 


Whilſt all around, with jocund glee, 

In brimmers toaſt their fay'rite ſhe ; 
Though ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart ſtill whiſpers Chloe's name; 
And thus, with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. 


XL, 


Tur BACCHANALIAN PHILOSOPHER, 


W var need we take care for Platonical rules, 


Or the precepts of old Arittotle ? 


Thoſe that think to find learning in books, are but fools; 


True philoſophy lies in the bottle; 


And the mind that's confin'd to the modes of the ſchools, 


Ne'er arrives at the height of a pottle, 
Let the ſages 
Of our ages 
Keep a talking 
Of our walking 
Demurely, whilſt we, that are wiſer, 
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Do abhor all 
That's moral, 
In Plato, 
And Cato ; - 
For Seneca talks like a ſizer. 
Then let full bowls, full bottles and bowls, be hurl'd, 
That our jollity may be completer; 
For man, though he be but a very little world, 
Muſt be drown'd, boys, as well as a greater. 


We will drink till our cheeks are as ſtarr'd as the ſkics, 
(Let the pale-colour'd ſtudent go flout us,) 

Till our noſes, like comets, ſet fire to our eyes, 
Aad we bear the horizon about us : 


And, ifall make us fall, then our heels ſhall divine 


What the ſtars are a-doing without us: 

Let Lilly 
Go tell ye 
Of thunders 
And wonders, 

And aſtrologers all divine, Sir; 
Let Booker 
Be a looker 
In our natures, 
And teatures ; 

He'll find nothing but claret in mine, fir, 

Then let full bowls, &c. 


* — 
XLI. 


By John M ton. 


Y . « 
Now Phoebus ſinketh in the Weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeit, 


co YAL and BACCHANALIAN, 


Midnight ſhout and revelry, 
Tipſy dance and jollity; 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


Rigour now 1s gone to bed, 

And advice with ſcrup'lous head, 
Strict age, and ſour ſeverity, 

With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


XLII. 


FROM ANACREON. 
By A, Cowlty. 
Tis thirſty earth drinks up the rain, 
And thirſts, and gapes for drink again; 


The plants ſet in the earth, they are 
By conſtant drinking freſh and fair. 


The ſea itſelf, which, one would think. 
Should have but little need to drink, 
Drinks many a thouland rivers up, 
Into his over-flowing cup. 


The buſy ſun {and one would gueſs 
By his drunken hiery face no leſs) 


Drinks up the ſea; and, when that's done, 


The moon and ſtars drink up the ſun, 


They drink and dance by their own light, 
They drink and revel all the night ; 
Nothing in Nature's ſober tound, 

But an etgrnal health goes round. 
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Fill up the bowl, boys, fill it high; 

Fill all the glaſſes here; for why 

Should every creature drink but I ? 
Why, man of morals, tell me why? 


XLIII. 


Tit FORTUNATE HOUR LET SLIP, 


H av Neptune, when firſt he took charge of the ſea, 


Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 


He'd have thought better on't, and, inſtead of his brine, 


Would have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine. 


What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the ſake of good liquor as well as for gain ! 


No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of ſinking ; 


The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a-drinking. 


The hot thirſty ſun then would drive with more haſte, 
Secure in the ev'ning of ſuch a repaſt; 

And, when he'd got tipſy, would have taken his nap 
With double the ne! in Thetis's lap. 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 


Conſider how gloriouſly Phœbus would ſhine; 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 
To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


How happy us mortals when bleſt with ſuch rain, 
To fill all our veſſels, and fill them again! 

Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a diſh 

Might jump in the river, and drink like a fiſh, 


Bu 
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What mirth and contentment in every one's brow, 
Hob as great as a prince dancing after the plow 10 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Although they but ſip, would eternally ſing. 


The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 

Would friſk and rejoice at the fume of the wine ; 

And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below, 


Had this been the caſe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
Our ſpirits ſtill riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd ! 

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r, 
To ſlip, like a fool, ſuch a fortunate hour! 


XIIV. 


By Mr. Boaden. 


Wirn rapture I preſs the dear maid I adore, 
And devoutly I bend to the Nine; 
But, ye Pow'rs, to the circlet of bays I implore, 

Add a wantoning tendril of vine. 


Not fingle the joy that enamours my ſoul, 
But well mingled my treaſure of bliſs ; 

For the Muſe adds the pureſt delight to the bowl, 
And the bowl gives new warmth to the kiſs, 


As thus my ſoft hours glide ſmoothly along, 
How I ſmile at the trappings of pride ! 
While the generous goblet enlivens my ſong, 

And Beauty ſits pleas'd by my fide, 
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XLV, 
By Mr, Cowley. 


Fir the bowl with roſy wine, 
Around our temple roſes twine, 
And let us cheerfully awhile 

Like the wine and roſes ſmile. 


Crown'd with roſes, we contemn 
Gyges' wealthy diadem, 

To-day is ours ; what do we fear ? 
To-day is ours; we have it here. 


Let's treat it kindly, that it may 
Wiſh, at leaſt, with us to ſtay. 

Let's baniſh buſineſs, baniſh ſorrow ; 
To the gods belongs to-morrow, 


XLVI. 


TE CONTEST, 


T wo gods of great honour, Bacchus and Apollo, 
One famous in muſic, the other in wine, 
In heaven were raving, diſputing, and braving, 
Whoſe theme was the nobleſt, and trade moſt divine. 
© Your muſic,” ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us and rack us, 
Did claret not ſoften the diſcord you make: 
Songs are not inviting, nor verſes delighting, 
Till poets of my great influence partake, 
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© I'm young, plump, and jolly, free from melancholy ; 
Who ever grew fat by the ſound of a ftring ? 
Rogues, doom'd to a gibbet, do often contribute 
To puichaſe a bottle before they dare ſwing, 
In love I am noted; by old and young courted ; 
A girl, when inſpired by me, is ſoon won: 
So great are the motions of one of my potions, 
The Muſes, though maids, I could w---- every one. 


© When mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or indebted, 
To me, as a father, for ſuccour they cry ; 

In their ſad conditions I hear their petitions, 
A bottle revives the oppreſs'd votary, 

Then leave off your tooting, your fiddling and fluting; 
Aſide throw your harp, and now bow to a flaſk ; 

My joys, they are riper than ſongs from a piper; 
What muſic is {weeter than ſounding a caſk ?? 


Says Phœbus, This fellow is drunk, ſure, or mellow, 
To prize muſic leſs than wine and October; 

When thoſe who love drinking are paſt thoughts of thinking, 
And want ſo much wit as to keep themſelves ſober.” 

As they were thus wrangling, a-ſcolding, and jangling, 
Came buxom bright Venus to end the diſpute : | 

Says ſhe, * Now to eaſe ye, Mars beſt of all pleas'd me, 
When arm'd with a bottle and charm'd with a flute. 


* Your muſic has charm'd me, your wine has alarm'd me, 
When 1 have been coy, and been hard to be won: 

When both have been moving, I could not help loving, 
And wine has completed what muſic begun.” 

The gods, ſtruck with wonder, vow'd both, by Jove's FEET , 
They'd mutually join in ſupplying love's flame, 

Since each in their function mov'd on in conjunction 
To melt with ſoft pleaſures the amorous dame. C 2 
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Cour, my friends, we'll now be jolly; 
Why ſhould care this night annoy ? 

Why ſhould man be melancholy, _ 

While the vine affords him joy ? 


Time we know 1s ever ſtealing, 

| Unperceiv'd by Pleaſure's train; 

Then with wine let us be recling, 
For he'll not return again. 


But, ſhould the grey-hair'd wight return, 
Reproof will taint our roſy bowl; 
Will force reflection ere the morn, 
And drive each joy from ev'ry ſoul, 


Come, fill my glaſs ! ſtill higher, higher, 
(Old Time, oh! fleep in calm repoſc!} 
Remember that the painful briar 
Lurks underneath the cheerful roſe, 


XLVIII. 
By Hardwicke Lewis, Efq. 
Poro potas, 


I drink a glaſs, 
To the man who won't ſurrender; 
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CONVIVIAL and BACCHANALIAN, 


Youth marks his face 
| In the vocative caſe, 
And he's of the doubtful gender; 
Horum, corum, 
Rotulorum, | 
Loaves and fiſhes plenty, 
Shim-ſham Secretary, Treaſury, and Council ; 
We all love As in preſenti. 


Poto potas, 
I drink the laſs, 
Who loves the pungo punxi; 
With lædo, ludo, 
Divido, trudo, 
Ex do ſemper faciunt fi; 
Horum, corum, 
Hot coculorum, 
Love and kiſſes plenty: 


Smack ſmock, diddle daddle, maſculinum genus, 


We all love Es in præſenti. 


Then fill your glaſs, 
Each lad and laſs, | 
Who here have ſtood and heard us; 
May each knave ſwing 
In a hempen ſtring, 
Bos, Fur, atque Sacerdos! 
Horum, corum, 
Snip ſnap ſnorum, 
Cords and gibbets plenty; 


Chip chop, Temple-Bar, Tower-Hill, and Tyburn, 


To give us Eaſc in præſenti. 
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XVII. 
By F. I. 


Cour, my friends, we'll now be jolly; 
Why ſhould care this night annoy ? 
Why ſhould man be melancholy, 
Whule the vine affords him joy ? 


Time we know 1s ever ſtealing, 
Unperceiv'd by Pleaſure's train; 

Then with wane let us be recling, 
For he'll not return again. 


But, ſhould the grey-hair'd wight return, 
Reproof will taint our roſy bowl; 


Will force reflection ere the morn, 


And drive each joy from ev'ry ſoul. 


Come, fill my glaſs ! ſtill higher, higher, 


| (Old Time, oh! fleep in calm repoſe!} 


Remember that the painful briar 
Lurks underneath the cheerful roſe. 
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XLVIII. 
By Hardwicke Lewis, Eig. 
Po ro potas, 


I drink a glaſs, 
To the man who wou't ſurrender; 
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Youth marks his face 
In the vocative caſe, 
And he's of the doubtful gender; 
Horum, corum, 
Rotulorum, 
Loaves and fiſhes plenty, 
Shim-ſham Secretary, Treaſury, and Council; 
We all love Es in preſenti. 


Poto potas, 
I drink the laſs, 
Who loves the pungo punx1; 
With lædo, ludo, 
Divido, trudo, 
Ex do ſemper faciunt ſi; 
Horum, corum, 
Hot coculorum, 
Love and kiſſes plenty: 
Smack ſmock, diddle daddle, maſculinum genus, 
We all love Es in præſenti. 


Then fill your glaſs, 
Each lad and laſs, 
Who here have ſtood and heard us; 
May each knave ſwing 
In a hempen ſtring, 
Bos, Fur, atque Sacerdos ! 
Horum, corum, 
Snip ſnap ſnorum, 
Cords and gibbets plenty; 
Chip chop, Temple-Bar, Tower-Hill, aud 8 
| To * us Eaſe in * 
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XLIX; 
BAccHUS AND ARIADNE, 


A RIADNE one morning to Theſetis was turning, 

When, miſling her man, to the beach down ſhe flew. 
Her cries unavailing, ſhe ſaw far off, ſailing, 

His ſhip, *fore the wind, leſs'ning ſwift to her view. 
She tore her fine hair, beat her breaſt in deſpair z 

Spread her arms to the ſkies, and ſunk down in a ſwoon 4 
When Bacchus, midſt æther, begg'd leave of his father 

To comfort the lady : Jove granted the boon, 


Then, gently deſcending, her ſorrows befriending, 
His Thyrſis he ſtruck 'gainſt the big-belly'd earth, 
When o'er the ſmooth gravel, in murmuring travel, 
A ſpring of Champaign at her head bubbled forth. 
She, wak'd with the ſcent, gave her ſorrows freſh vent 
Yet to drink ſhe determin'd, exhauſted by tears. 
She taſtes the Champaign ; licks her lips---taſtes again, 
And feels herſelf ſuddenly freed from her fears. 


As ſtill ſhe kept ſipping, her heart lightly leaping, 
She look'd upon Theſ. as a pitiful elf. | 
Wine turn'd her to ſinging, in hopes it would bring in 
A lover------'twas lonely to drink by herſelf. 
The god, her adorer, confeſs'd ſtood before her; 
She hail'd the celeſtial, ſhe welcom'd the gueſt; 
Champaign ſtopp'd reſiſtance, ſhe kept not her diſtance, 
But jollily claſp'd the young buck to her breate. 


CONVIVIAL and BACCHANALIAN, 


Each girl, given over, betray'd by her lover, 
To hartſhorn, or ſalts, or ſalt-water may fly; 
But we've an elixir will properly fix her, 
If properly ſhe'll the preſcription apply. 
The recipe's wholeſome, 'tis beauty's beſt balſam, 
For which we refuſe, though, to pocket a fee. 
As gratis we give it, girls, grateful receive it, 
So here's to the practice of love's beaume-de-vie, 
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By Mr. Oakman, 


To baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old ſage 
Preſs'd the fruit of the vintage oft into a bowl, 
Which made him ſorget all the cares of old age, 
It bloom'd in his face, and made happy his ſoul; 
While here we are found 
Put the bumper around, 
'Tis the liquor of life that each care can controul. 


This jovial philoſopher taught that the ſun 
Was thirſty, and often drank deep of the main ; 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 
The earth wanted moiſture, and ſoak'd up the rain, 
While here we are found 
Put the bumper around, 


'Tis the liquor of life, and why ſhould we refrain ? 
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Its virtues are known both in war and in love, 
The hero and lover alike it makes bold ; 
Vexations in life's buſy day *twill remove; 
Delightful alike to the young and the old. 
While here we are found 
| Put the bumper around, 
That every ill may by wine be controul'd. 
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ANACREONTIC Sone. 
By Ralph Tomlinſon, Ef. 


To Anacreon in Heav'n, where he fat in full glee, 

A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be ; 

When this anſwer arriv'd from the jolly old Grecian : 

Voice, fiddle, and flute, 
No longer be mute; | 
I' lend you my name, and inſpire you to boot: 

And beſides, 1'1l inſtru& you, like me, to entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ 


The news through Olympus immediately flew ; 
When Old Thunder pretended to give himſelf airs : 
If theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſcheme to purſue, 
The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs, 
Hark! already they cry, | 
In tranſports of joy, 
© Away to the Sons of Anacreon we'll fly ; 


' And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to entwine 


© The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ 
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The yellow-hair'd God and his nine fuſty Maids 

From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee 
Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 

And the bi-forked hill a mere deſert will be. 

My thunder, no fear on't, 
Shall ſoon do its errand, 

And, dam'me, I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, I warrant 
V'll trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine | 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine, 


Apollo roſe up; and ſaid, © Pr'ythee ne'er quarrel, 
Good King of the Gods, with my vot'ries below; 
Your thunder is uſeleſs'---then, ſhewing his Jaurel, 
Cry'd, * Sic evitabile fulmen, you know | 
Then over each head 
My laurels I'll ſpread, 
So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall dread, 
Whilſt, ſnug in their club-room, they jovially twine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine,” 


Next Momus got up, with his riſible phiz, 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join--- 
© The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh ſhall be mine; 
Then, Jove, be not jealous 
Of theſe honeſt fellows ;* | 
| Cry'd Jove, We relent, ſince the truth you now tell us; 
And ſwear, by Old Styx, that they long ſhall entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.” 
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| Ye Sons of Anacreon, then Join hand in hand; 


Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love ! 
*Tis yours to ſupport what's ſo happily plann'd ; 
You've the ſanction of Gods, and the fiat of Jove. 
While thus we agree, 
Our toaſt let it be, 
May our club flouriſh happy, united, and free! 
And long may the Sons of Anacreon entwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine! 


© = — ——————— AO —— — 
LII. 
By Dr. Dalton. 


Fry ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 

The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that Beauty can give: 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 

All grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain; 

The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the 8 

Love and wine give, ye Gods! or take back what ye gave. 


Away, away, away, 
.. To Comus' court repair; 
There night outſhines the day, 
There yields the melting Fair. 
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I. 


Tut AUTHOR, 


How impartial our art is! 
We fide with all parties ; 
No qualms of the conſcience await us; 
For an Author well paid, 
If he's true to the trade, 
Will ſtand in utrumque paratus, 


With deliberation, 
We mar reputation; 
Our Muſe never ſqueamiſh or nice is; 
We can mend it again, 
With a daſh of the pen--- 
There is praiſe and abuſe of all prices, 


The rogue to applaud, 
And make virtue of fraud, 
For a trifle we always are willing: 
We ne'er run a man down 
For leſs than a crown; 


But give a fly cut for a ſhilling, 


II. 
By Mr. Phillips. 


Bols r not, miſtaken ſwain, thy art, 
To pleaſe my partial eyes; 

The charms that have ſubdu'd my heart, 
Another may deſpiſe. 
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Thy face is to my humour made; 
Another it may fright : 

Perhaps, by ſome fond whim betray'd, 
In oddneſs I delight. 


Vain youth, to your confuſion know, 
Tis to my love's exceſs 
You all your fancied beauties owe, 
Which fade as that grows leſs. 


For your own ſake, if not for mine, 
You ſhould preſerve my fire; 

Since you, my ſwain, no more will ſhine, 
When I no more admire, 


By me, indeed, you are allow'd 
The wonder of your kind ; 
But be not of my judgment proud, 
' Whom love has render'd blind. : 


— . — 
III. 
Taz INcOoNSISsTENT FAIR. 
By a Lady. | 


You ſay you love; and twenty more 
Have ſigh'd, and ſaid the ſame before; 
And yet, 1 ſwear (I can't tell how) 

I ne'er believ'd a man till now. 


*Tis odd, that I ſhould credit give 
To words, who know that words deceive; 
And lay my better judgment by, 

To truſt my partial ear, or eye. 


»Tis ten to one I had deny'd 
Your ſuit, had you to-morrow try'd ; 
But, faita, unthinkingly to-day 

| My heedicis heart 1s gone aſtray ; 


To bring it back would give me pain 
Perhaps che ſtruggle too were vain ; 
I'm indolent ; and he, who gains 

My heart, may keep it for his pains, 


IV. 
Ul 
By Mr. O'Keeffe, 


To: lol, de rol, lol, 
M, Tolly, my Toll, 
With me when you canter to Wales, 
For petticoat white, 
Buff breeches ſo tight, 
Away $9 needles and flails, 
Young Teffy throws by hur wheels, 
Then Winney kicks up her heels, 
With follow 
And halloo, 
And waddle 
And ſtraddle, 
So merry to tc ug come; 
With fiddle 
And diddle, 
In giggie 
And wriggle, 
They give us a welcome home. 
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The joy fo great, 


So noble we treat, 
An oxen is oaſted Whole: 
And tho? on the lun 
The ſpiggot is drawn 
For punch, you my ſwim in the bowl. 
We give the ladies a ball, 
We foot it away in the hall. 
With follow, &c. 


Miſs Hove! © nice, 
Ana Lady ap Rice, 

And couſin Sir Luan ap Lloyd, 
Parſon Montgomery, 
Counſellor * mmory, 

Ap Morgan, Ap Williams, Ap Floyd. 
Oh, when the ſtocking is thrown, 
And lovee and I alone; 

Then follow, &c, 


V. 
In the Opera of The Roſe. 


Is a kiſs you wou'd pain, 
Am I bound to explain ? 

Ah!] cou'd you not gueſs by my eyes ? 
When they (without guile) 

So twinkle and ſmile ; 

A glance is enough to the wiſe, 
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VI. 
By General Burgoyne. 


M.xE room, my good neighbours, of ev'ry degree, 
My name it is Folly, who does not know me ? 
Of high ones, and low ones, of Sreat, and of ſmall, 
I've been the companion, and friend of you all: 
Wherever I come, I drive away care, 
And if there's a croud, I am ſure to be there, 
I'm here, and there, 
And every Where, 
All know me---a!l Know me 
Where'er I come, | 
Nobody's dumb; 
Prating, prancing, 
Singing, dancing; 
Running o'er with mirth and glee, 


From country elections I gallop'd poſt-haſte, 


For, there, I am always the moſt buſy gueſt ; 

And whether it be in the country or town, 

I'm hugg'd very cloſe, by the cit and the clown: 
The courtier, the patriot, the turn-coat, and all, , 
If 1 do not ſweeten, breed nothing but gall. 

I'm here, and there, &c. 


The ſtateſman, without me, unhappy wou'd be; 
No lady ſo chaſte, but gallants it with me; 
The graveſt of faces, who phyſic the land, 


'For all their grimaces, ſhake me by the hand ; 


At the play-houſe, a friend to the author, I fit, 
And clap in the gallery, boxes, and pit. 
I'm here, and there, &c. 
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VIL 
By Mr. O'Keeffe. 


Tun morning we're married, how funny and jolly, 
The pritegroom, Sir Shenkin; the prite, Lady Tolly! 
When rous'd by ſweet clamour we open our peepers, 

And Phœbus ſalute in our night-gowns and ſlippers; 
Then under our windows muſicians all come, 
Play fittle, ſweet hautboy, ſharp flageolet, trum. 

But till the harp's melodious tingle, 

All is puff, rattle, ſqueak, and jingle. 
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The cymbals they grind, and the baſſes they . 
Pianos and fortes, a delicate jumble. 

All joy to your honours. See, ſee how they lock, 
Whilſt cleaver and marrow-bone go nicky-knock, 
Tantivy the horn, tantara the trumpet 


Sound, ſound------while we ſwallow our coffee and crumper. 
But till, &c. 
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In the Poor Soldier. 


How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay, 

And ſpends hali-a-crown out of ſixpence a day 

Yet fears neither juſtices, warrants or bums, 

But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums, 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 
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He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
His King finds him quarters, and money, and clothes: 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whenever it comes, 
And rattles away witÞ the roll of the drums. 
With a row-de-dow, &c. 


The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 

It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight. 

No girl when he hears it, tho? ever fo glum, 

But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum, 
With a row-de-dow, &c, 


IX. 
By Ar. O. Keeffe, 


A $01v1tk I am for a lady :--- 
What beau was e'er arm'd completer ? 
When lace to face, 
Her chamber the place, 
I'm able and willing to meet her. 
Gad's curſe! my dear laſſes, I'm ready 
To give ye all ſatisfaction; 
I'm the man, | 
For the crack of your fan, 
Tho? I die at your feet in the action. 
Your bobbins may beat up a row dow dow, 


Your lap-dog may out with his bow wow wow; 
The challenge 1s love, 
I take up the glove, 
Tho” I die at your feet in the action. 
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X. 
1 By W, Mlitehead, Ef. 
5 Yss, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
. : 
5 And Celia has undone me; 
. And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
I 
2 The pleaſing plague ſtole on me: 
: »Tis not her face that love creates, 
7 For there no graces revel ; 


"Tis not her ſhape, ſor there the Fates, 
*Tis not her ſhape, for there the Fates 
Have rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


& 
= : 
IK 
y 
2 
hs 
ON 
I - 


*T'is not her air, for ſure in that 
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There's nothing more than common; 


Whey 


7 And all her ſenſe is only chat, 

1 Like any other woman : 

: Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
N *T1s both perhaps, or neither; 

. In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm, 

5 In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm 

2 Of Celia all together, 

1 Of Celia all together. 
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XI. 
By Miles Peter Andrews, E.i. 


T rover I practiſe the ſcience of arms, 
Yet, truſt me, I think 1t an evil; 
And fighting, for me, has ſuch charms, 
That I'd rather ſhake hands with the devil. E 2 
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I aim the blow 
At friend and foe; 

But ſt111 I look pleas'd all the while; 
I hit my mark, 
Secure, in the dark ; 
Retire and advance, 
Sing, caper, and prance, 


And ſtab all the world with a ſmile. 


XII. 


From Voltaire. 


Wurx I awake, with painful brow, 
Ere the cock begins to crow; 
Toſſing, tumbling, in my bed, 
Aching heart, and aching head; 
Pond'ring over human ills, 
Cruel bailiffs, taylors' bills; 
Fluſh and Pam thrown up at Loo; 
When theſe forrows ſtrike my view, 

I cry | 
And, to ſtop the guſhing tear, 


Wipe it with the pillow-bier. 


But, when ſportive ev'ning comes, 
Routs, ridottos, balls, and drums; 
Caſhnos here, Feſtinos there, 
Mirth and paſtime ev'ry where; 
Seated by a ſprightly laſs, 


Smiling with the ſmiling glaſs : 
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When theſe pleaſures are my lot, 
Taylors, bailiffs, all forgot, 
I laugh------ 
Careleſs, then, what may befal, 
Thus I ſhake my ſides at all. 


Then, again, when I peruſe, 
O'er my tea, the morning news; 
Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes, 
Wanton wives, and cuckold ſpouſes ; 
When I read of money lent, 
At ſixtcen and a half per cent. 

I cry------ 


But if, ere the muffin's gone, 
Simp'ring enters honeſt John: 
© Sir, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 
Waiting in a chaiſe and four :” 
Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 
Swift I ſcamper down the ſtairs, 
And laugh 


So may this indulgent throng, 

Who now, ſmiling, grace my ſong, 
Never more cry, Oh! oh! oh! 
But join with me in, Ha! ha! ha! 
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Tnrz CHARMS OF Ac E. 


V ary are the charms of white and red, 
Which paint the blooming Fair: 


Give me the nymph, whoſe ſnow is ſpread, 


Not o'er her face, but hair, 
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Of ſmoother cheeks the winning grace, 
With open force, dches ; 

But, in the wrinkles of her face, 
Cupid in ambuſh lies. 


If naked eyes ſet hearts on blaze, 
And am'rous warmth inſpire, 
Thro' glaſs who darts her pointed rays, 
Lights up a ſiercer fire. 


Not rivals, nor a train of years 
My peace or bliſs deſtroy: 


Alive, ſhe gives no jealous fears; 
And dead ſhe crowns my joy. 


XIV. 
To a LADY READING SHERLOCK ON DEATU. 


By Lord Cheſterfield. 


MisrAx EN Fair, lay Sherlock by; 


His doctrine is deceiving : 
For, while he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 


To dic's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon without a maſter ; 

Then let ps only ſtudy now 
How we may live the fafter, 
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To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt, 
With mutual inclination ; | 
Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 

And kindly meet my paſſion. 


But, if thus bleſt I may not live, 
And pity you deny, 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give; 
*T1s I mult learn to die. 


XV. 


ON A LADY THROWING SNOW-BALLS. 


To the bleak winds, on barren ſands, 
While Delia dares her charms expoſe, 

To miflile globes, with dextrous hands, 
She forms the ſoft, deſcending ſnows, 


The lovely maid, from ev'ry part 
Collecting, moulds with niceſt care 

The flakes, leſs frozen than her heart, 
Leſs than her downy boſom fair. 


On my poor breaſt her arms ſhe tries ; 
Levell'd at me, like darted flame _ 
From Jove's right-hand, the pellet flies; 
As ſwift its courſe, as ſure its aim. 


Cold as I thought the fleecy rain, 

Unſhock'd I ſtood, nor fear'd a ſmart : 
While latent fires, with pointed pain, 

Shot thro* my veins, and pierc'd my heart, 
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Or with her eyes ſhe warm'd the ſnow ; 
What coldneſs can their beams withſtand ? 
Or elſe (who would not kindle ſo ?) 
It caught th' infection from her hand. 


To ev'ry hope of ſafety loſt, 
In vain we fly the lovely foe; 
Since flames invade diſguis'd in froſt; 
And Cupid tips his dart with ſnow. 
— = HONDA | 
XVI. 


By Maithew Prior, Eſq. 


As after noon, one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 
Cupid a-ſhooting went that way; 
New ſtrung his bow, new fill'd his quiver. 


With {kill ke choſe the ſharpeſt dart; 
With all his might his bow he drew: 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
' The too well guided arrow flew, 


© I faint ! 1 die!” the goddeſs cry'd: 
O cruel! couldſt thou find no other 
To wreck thy ſpleen on? Parricide! 
Like Nero, thou haſt flain-thy mother.“ 
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Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak; 
© Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye. 
Alas! how eaſy my miſtake'! 
I took you for your likeneſs, Chloe.” 
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XVII. 


Tux PowER Or BEAUTY, 


Wonan! thoughtleſs, giddy creature! 
Laughing, idle, flutt'ring thing; 

Moſt fantaſtic work of Nature, 
Still like fancy on the wing! 


Slave to ev'ry changing paſſion ; 
Loving, hating in extreme; 

Fond of ev'ry fooliſh faſhion 

And at beſt a pleaſing dream. 


Thus, deriding Beauty's power, 
Bevil call'd it all a cheat; 

But, in leſs than half an hour, 
Kneel'd and win'd at Celia's feet. 
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XVIII. 


TRE GARRETEER. 


Harry the man, who life's dull cares 
To low ambition gives; 1 
And, mounting up five pair of ſtairs, — 
In lofty garret lives ! | 

| 


Whilſt tumults vex our earthly ball, 
Our ſtreets whillt noiſy cries, it 
The Garreteer eſcapes them all, | 
* Commercing with the ſkies.? 
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No wrangling mobs, thus heard from far, 
Diſturb his tranquil ſoul ; | 

The rattling coach, and rumbling car, 
Like diſtant thunders roll, 


Proud as a ſultan on his throne, - 
His vaſſals at his feet, 

Above the world, the bard looks down 
On all that man thinks great. 


Soft gales, from dregs terreſtrial clear, 
Sublimeſt thoughts inſpire: 

His warm'd imagination there 
From heav'n itſelf takes fire. 


On beef or pork low mortals we 
Regale, or ſtummy wines; 5 
On nectar and ambroſia he I 

With gods and heroes dines, 


Whilſt duſt or ſmoke beneath him rolls, 
He ſnuffs th' ætherial breeze; 

And broils his ſteak upon the coals, 
Or calmly toaſts his cheeſe, 


The wheezing dun, one flight of ſtairs 
Who mounts to ſeize his prey, 

To ſtorm his citadel deſpairs, 
And growling turns away. 


F b The Cambrian thus on Penmenmoor, 


| 0 | Or Snowdon's lofty fide, 
8 | | | : Amidſt his craggy rocks ſecure, 


W The Roman pow'r defy'd. 
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L The ſpider in the bard's bleſt dome 

: His web with ſafety hides; 

{ Where mops or brooms dare never come, 
That come to all' beſides, 

; Tho? rarely ſeen in well-dreſt routs, 

: © Or cheerful haunts of men ;? 


0 Vet many a macaroni ſpouts 


4 The labours of his pen, 
5 Almack's, Pantheon, or Court, ball, 
4 Are low and childiſh tovs: 
2 . . 7 
2 What only we high life can call, 
9 The Garreteer enjoys. 
5 — — 
; XIX. 


By Mr. Dibdin, 


I the month of May, 

The morning grey, 

Firſt peeps a doubtful light: 
Three ſtrikes the clock, 

The village cock 

Next crows with all his might. 
Each waking bird, | 
Chirping 1s heard ; 

Tinges of red the {ky adorn; 


Bird, man, and beaſt, | 
Regard the Eaſt, | l 
And, pleas'd, falute the rifing morn, F 2 \| 
{1 
| | 
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The ſhepherd now his flock unfolds; 
Night, like a thief, Reals flow away: 
His dingy hue, 

Ugly to view, 

Is chang'd to a delightful blues : 
All nature's gay ; 

And now the villager beholds 

His mowers mow, his ploughers plow, 
Sheep blcat, birds ſing, and oxen low, 
Each rural ſound ſalutes his ears; 

He whiſtles to make one: 

And now, 

Uſher'd by all this fine aids, 

In ev'ry ſplendid pomp array'd, 
Appears 

The radiant ſun, 


So, after abundance of toilet affairs, 

And Betty has nine times run up and down ſtairs, 

For lappets and ribbands, and one thing and t'other, 

And the houſe, top and bottom's alarm'd with the pother, 
And a hundred things more are done equally riſible, 

The lady, at laſt, condeſcends to be viſible. 


* 


=— 
By Mrs, Johnſon, 


Luv! how thefe fine folks 
Crack their notable jokes, 
And laugh at my ſimple replies! 
If 1 fay but a word, 
They will call it abſurd; 
And would fain teach me how to be wiit, 


HUMOUROUS, WITTY, and COMIC, 


But, by what I can fee, 
They're as fooliſh as me, 
Tho? they boaſt of their manners and taſte 2 
Simp'ring here---bowing there; 
Ding it---well I may ſtare, 
To ſee ſuch inſipid grimace, 


— 2 —— E—üUʒ3ẽ 


XXI. 
By Mr. Merrick, 


Wuor'rR with curious eye has rang'd 
Thro' Ovid's tales, has ſeen, 

How Jove, incens'd, to monkeys chang'd 
A tribe of worthleſs men. 

Repentant ſoon, th' offending race 
Intreat the injur'd pow'r, 

To give them back the human face, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore, 


Jove, ſooth'd at length, his ear inclin'd, 

And granted half their pray'r ; 

But t'other half he bid the wind 
Diſperſe in empty air. 

Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod, 
That ſhook the vaulted ſkics, 

With haughtier air the creatures ſtrode, 


And ſtretch'd their dwindled fize, 


The hair in curls luxurious now 
Around their temples ſpread 
The tail, that whilom hung below, 

Nov dangled from the head. 
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38 LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


The head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the face; 
It ſtill retains its native grin, 
And all its old grimace. 
Thus half transform'd, and half the ſame, 
Jove bade them take their place, 
Reſtoring them their ancient claim 
Among the human race. 
Man with contempt the brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a name beſtow; | 
But woman lik'd the motley breed, 
And call'd the thing a Bcau, 
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By Mr. Cunningham, 


ery 


Sixex wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins deſpis'd, 
To all bachelors greeting, theſe lines are premis'd; 

I'm a maid that would marry---ah ! could I but find 

(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 

' f 5 (I care not for fortune) a man to my mind. 
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Not the fair-Weather'd fop, fond of faſhion and drefs ; : 
1 Not the 'ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chace; : 2 
IH Nor the free-thinking rake, whom no morals can bind; ; 
|; Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, f 
[| Neither this, that, &c. KH 4 
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HUMOUROUS, WITTY, and COMIC. 


Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes world without end ; 
Nor the drone, who can't reliſh his bottle and friend ; 
Nor the fool that's too fond, nor the churl that's unkind ; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, that, &c. 


Not the rich, with full bags, without breeding or merit; 
Nor the flaſh, that's all fury, without any ſpirit; 

Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ; 
Neither this, that, nor t'ather's the man to my minds 
Neither this, that, &c. 


But the youth whom good ſenſe and good-natnre inſpire ; 
Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould admire; 
In whoſe heart love and truth are with honour conjoin'd ; 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind, 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind, 


DAMON AND SYLVIA, 


Sy LV1A, whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun, 
Sat baſking 1n the ſun, 
One ſtocking eff, the other on: 
One ſtocking off; for why? the gentle Fair 
Juſt then was minded to repair 
A breach her fragrant foot had made: 
The faithful Damon, at her fide, 
Intent the neat performance ey'd, 
And thus in plaintive numbers ſung, or faid 


39 


4⁰ LYAIC REPOSITORY. 
« Nymph poſleſs'd of ev'ry grace, 


Nice in finger as in face, | 
See the ſwain, all pale and ſhocking, 
Worn as thin as any ſtocking. 
Think, ah think! on what he feels: 
And darn a heart that's out at heels.“ 


Around the careleſs maid, 
To mortal eyes 
Reſembling flies, 
A ſwarm of buzzing Cupids play'd. 


© Happy inſets! Damon cry'dy 
© Who at wanton leiſure ſip, 
Balmy bliſs to me deny'd, 
On my Sylvia's pouting lip. 


See from ev*ry pore diſtils 
Liquid eſſence of the roſe; 
Pearly drops in ruby rills, 
Each exſuding feature ſhows.“ 


Fair Sylvia, as ſhe fat, | 
Simper'd attention underneath her hat. 
Fond love came on apace ; 
A gracious grin 
Prolongs her chin, 
And open flew the portal of her face. 
Quick down the roſy road 
A little ſubtle god 
Explores the dark abode; 
And ſpite of all her coyneſs, all her art, 
Pervades the ſoft meanders of her hearts 


HUMOUROUS, WITTY, and COMIC as 


* Heigh ho, Damon! what's come to me? 
Damon, now's your time to woo me, 
If you woo me now, you'll win me; 
Sure I think the Devil's in me. 
I can neither ſtay nor go; 
Damon, now's your time, heigh ho!“ 


—— —————— 


XXIV. 
In The Double Diſappointment, 


Deas Molly, I love you, I hope there's no harm in that; 

For you are ſo ſprightly, and witty, and charming, that 

Whenever I fee you my heart it goes pit-a-pat ; 

And I'm grown lean and dry, who was once ſleek and fat, 
Save me, ſave me, dear Molly, ſave me; | 


Or I will hang myſelf, if you'll not have me. 


I'm grown a mere ſloven, who once was a flirting fop; 
My fine coal-black hair is chang'd to a dirty mop; 
My cheeks are parch'd up like an over-done mutton-chop, 
That can of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. 

Gravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, 

E'en juſt as brown and dry looks your poor Davy. 


When firſt I was aſk'd to drink tea with my Molly dear, 
I put on my Kerry-ſtone buckles and ſolitaire ; 
I ſent for the barber, and cry'd, Shave me, do you hear ? 
And I'll give you fix-pence, to drink out in ale aud beer. 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ſhave me ; 
Make me look ſpruce and fine, then Molly'll have ine, 
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Then ſtraight to the place of appointment I hurry'd me, 
Where her bright eyes and ſweet looks they ſo worry'd me, 
That from that moment I thought of no other ſhe, 
And now moſt humbly I crave you my bride to be. 
Crave you, crave you---Oh! how I crave you ! 
For my bride, from this hour, dear Molly, I'Il have you, 


Then, if you'll conſent, you ſweet little knave you, 
I will your huſband be, and never leave you : 
My ſurname is Drope, and my Chriſtian name's Davy, 
And when we are marry'd we'l go to Glenavy, 
*Navy, Navy, go to Glenavy ; 
Then who'll be ſo happy as Molly and Davy ? 


XXV. 
Nor RING AT ALL, 


I 51xc not of war, neither ſing I of peace, 

Nor wantons my muſe on the pleaſures of eaſe; 

I ſing not of Bacchus, nor ſing I of Venus, 

Of England or France, or the quarrel between us. 
Derry down, &c. 


1 fing not of Grecian or Roman mad heroes, 

Of Cæſar's high deeds, or of impious Nero's ; 

The learning of Plato, the language of Tully, 

A Cato's tiff neck, or the Macedon Bully. 
Derry down, &c. 
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HUMOUROUS, WITTY,. and COMIC. 4; 


I ſing not the longitude miſs'd on, or hit on, 
The ſchemes of the French, or the proweſs of Britain; 


Such things have been ſung of by twenty before, 


And will, for aught I know, by twice tweuty more, 
Derry down, &c. 


I ſing not the fop with his fair-weather face, 
His box of perfumes, or his monkey grimace ; 
Who brags of amours with each impudent doxy, 


Or lying ſo oft with my lady---by proxy. 


Derry down, &c. 


I ſing not the ogling coquette's pretty arts, 
Whoſe ſmiles make us ſlaves, or whoſe frowns break our hearts; 
Who ſcorns to comply till her bloom is decay'd, 
And, repenting too late, dies a wrinkled old maid, 
Derry down, &c. 


I ſing not the pceviſh old maid's wicked malice, 

Still blaming her ſex, and reproving its follics; 

Who calls ev'ry bright-blooming beauty a ſtrumpet, 

Becauſe one has offers the other would jump at. 
Derry down, &c. 


I fing not the ſcold that's eternally bawling, 

Eternally ranting, and roaring, and {qualling + 

Nor ſing I poor hen-peck'd and hornify'd ſpouſe, 

Whom, to bring in gallants, madam kicks out o' th' houſe, 
Derry down, &c. 


J ſing not the blood, ſtorming windows and doors, 
Demoliſhing watchmen, and beating up wh---s; 
With conſtables bravely maintaining the fight, 
And lodging ſecure in a roundhouſe all night. 
Derry down, &c. G 2 
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I ſing not the ſot that's eternally toping, 

With mouth to receive, or emit, ever open; 

Who ſwears that all earthly enjoyment and pleaſure, 

Is to drink without end, and to drink without meaſure, 
Derry down, &c. 


I fing not of ſchemes of the deep politician, 
To humble the French, and bring down their ambition, 
And make their grand monarque ab armis et a vi, | 
On ſtool penitential to cry out peccavi. 

Derry down, &c. 


I ſing not the hermit immur'd in a cell, 

Where rigour in rags, without wiſdom, may dwe!l; 

Nor ſing I the ſordid till heaping-up miſer, 

Growing juſt as much rich as the other grows wiſer, 
Derry down, &c, e | 


But my hearers cry, What the pox wouldſt thou be at? 
Thou ſing'ſt not of this, neither ſing'ſt thou of that ;? 
Then a fig for the critics, however they bawl, 
Becauſe I ſing---Nothing, faith, nothing at all, 

Derry down, &c. 


XXVI. 
By Mr. 0*Keeffe. 


Iso EE D I'll do the beſt I can 

To pleaſe ſo kind a gentleman: 

You lodge with us, and you ſhall ſee 
How careful poor Nannette will be; 
So nice, ſo neat, ſo clean your room, 
With bow-pots for the ſweet perfume: 


HUMOUROUS, WITTY, and COMIC. as 


A*n't pleaſe you, Sir, 
When you get up, 
Your coffee brown 
In china cup, 
Dinner, deſſert, 
And bon ſouper: 
Sir, mon honneur, at night you be 
With waxen taper lit to bed 
By poor Nannette your chambermaid, 


— 


l. 


By the ſame. 


Des Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find flcep how very {weet 'tis ; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out, 
You never dream how late *tis. 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play; 
On two legs rid 
Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap. 


Laſt night a little bow ſy 
With whiſky, ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowzy 
To let me ſit beſide her. 
Her anger roſe, 
And ſour as ſloes, 
The little gypſey cock'd her noſe; 
Yet here I've rid 
Along, to bid 
Good morrow to your night-cap, 
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Beneath the honey-ſuckle, 
The daiſy and the vi'let 
Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, 
They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil it. 
Sweet Sal and Bell 


I've pleas'd ſo well--- ] 
But hold, I muſtn't kiſs and tell. g 
So here I've rid 
Along, to bid B 
Good morrow to your night-cap, 
: ; A 
N N 
XXVII. : 
T 
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By G. Keate, Eſq. 


Go, Trifler, and ſpeed to my Love, 
Propitious, go practiſe thine art! 
Thou may'ſt haply an advocate prove, 
And tell how ſhe reigns in my heart. 


As thy ſticks the gay colours they bear, 
Unfold with the touch of her hands; 
So my breaſt, when J muſe on my Fair, 

With each wiſh of affection expand s. 


From her a new grace ſhall be caught, 
Go, ſeize it, and proſperous be; 

But fan in return each kind thought 
That Ardelia beſtows upon int 


XXIX. 


By Mr, O: Keeffe, 


I x choice of a huſband us widows are nice: 
I'd not have a man would grow old in a trice z 
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 
But one that could buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop, 


A log I'll avoid, when I'm chuſing my lad, 

And a ſtork, that might gobble up all that I had; 
Such ſuitors I've had, Sir; but off they might hop; 
] want one that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 
So handſome, ſo young, ſo polite, and ſo kind! 
With ſuch a good ſoul to the altar I'd pop: 
He's the man that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop, 


* | i : \ 


XXX. 
By Mr. Holcroft, 


EF low can my mother chide my love ? 
How can ſhe frown and ſcold me ? 

How can ſhe fay he'll faithleſs prove, 
As ſhe has often told me? 


Ah! did ſhe know his winning wiles! 
Ah! could ſhe taſte ſuch bliſſes 

And heard his oaths, and ſaw his ſmiles, 
And felt his precious kiſſes ! 
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She would not ſurely chide my love, 
She would not frown and {cold me: 
She would not ſay he'll faithleſs prove, 
As ſhe has often told me, 


His lips are like the ſugar-pea, 
His tongue is dipt in honey; 
His words are dearer far to me 
Than waggon- loads of money! 
Then do not, mother, chide my love, 
Then do not frown and fcold me; 
Then do not ſay he'll faithleſs prove, 
As you have often told me. 


—— . — 
XXXI. 


In Summer Amuſement, 


Wuen a lady of ton is ſurpris'd in a ſnare, 
Having fancy'd that nobody ſaw, 

What helps her to carry it off with an air ? 
*Tis nought but the je ne ſais quoi. 


When the fine men of faſhion miſtake in their ſcore, 
And are forc'd for a time to withdraw, 

Why are they receiv'd and careſs'd as before 7 
Sans doute, for the je ne ſais quoi. 


When we meet at aſſemblies, high frizzled and curl'd; 
When our nods and our winks give the law, 
What makes us deſpiſe all the forms of the world ? 
Tis nought but the je ne ſais quoi. 
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XXXIL, 
By Mr. O Keeſſe. 


Kilxrxvv is a handſome place 
As any town in Shamrockſhire; 
There firſt I ſaw my Jemmy's face; 
There Jemmy firſt beheld his dear: 
My love he was a baſhful boy, 
And I a ſimple girl to ſee; 
Yet I was Jemmy's only joy, 
And Jemmy was the lad for me. 


But Dublin city bore the bell, 

In ſtreets and ſquares, and houſes fine; 
Oh! there young Dick his love could tell; 
And there I told young Dicky mine: 

For Dick he was a roving blade, 
And I was hearty, wild, and free; 

He lov'd, and I his love repaid, 
Then Dicky was the lad for me, 


When Dover ſtrand my happy lot, 

And William there my love did crown; 
| Young Dick and Jemmy I forgot, 
Kilkenny fair, and Dublin town: 
For William was a gentle youth, 

Too baſhful, nor too bold was he; 
He ſaid he lov'd, and told me truth, 

And William was the lad ſor me. 


Vor. II. H 
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| I 
XXXIII. 
By Mr. Holcroſt. 0 
Gir me the man of ſimple ſoul, F 
Not prone to proud o'erweening, 
C 


Whoſe open eye can vacant roll, 
And ne'er betray a meaning. 
No ſolemn Sir, within whoſe looks 
Live nought but wrinkles and rebukes. 
Give me the man, &c. 
No ſpoilt child of wit, 
Ever ready to ſpit | 
The ſpleen of his brain at who ſtands in his way, 
Finding fault, when you're ſilent, with what you don't ſay, 
May the Fates rather ſend me a fool, 
Whom the genius of woman can rule ; 
Whom her rattle and tattle, caprices or kiſſes, can't teaze; 
Whom the jig of a fiddle, or wit of a riddle, can pleaſe, 


Give me the man, &c, 
XXXIV, T 
By Mr. O0*Keeffe. F 
ll Tao Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 
if Its clear falling waters and murm'ring caſcades, 
1 Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
| : | Ifs lads fo well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids; E 
| As each his own village muſt ſtill make the moſt of, 
|; > In praiſe of dear Carton I hope I'm not wrong ; T 
| Dear Carton ! containing what kingdoms may boaſt of ; 


'Tis Norah, dear Norah! the theme of my ſong. 
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Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
Their hortes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare; 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their nice powder'd hair: 
Poor Pat, while fo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 
For gold or for acres he never {hall long ; 
One {weet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


XXXV. 
In The Double Diſguiſe, 


Eacn pretty young miſs, with a long heavy purſe, 
Is courted, and flatter'd, and eaſily had: 

She longs to be taken for better or worſe, 
And quickly elopes with an Iriſh lad--- 
To be ſure, ſhe don't like a bold Iriſh lad. 


The wife, when forſaken for bottle or dice, 
Her dreſs all neglected, and ſighing and ſad, 

Finds delight in ſweet converſe, and changes her ſighs 
For the good-humour'd chat of an Iriſh lad 
To be lure, ſhe don't like a briſk Iriſh lad. 


The widow, in ſorrow, declines the ſweet joys 
Of public amuſement, in fable all clad : 

The widow her twelvemomth in ſorrow employs 
Then haſtens to church with an Iriſh lad 


To be lure, he don't like a briſk Irifh lad. H 
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XXXVI, 


By Mr, O* Keeffe, 
Wu dreft in all my fineſt things, 


My gold repeater, bracelets, rings, 


In toilet glaſs, 
A lovely laſs 
I view, fo gaily glancing ; 
I can't tell how, 
But nc'er till now 
I felt my heart a-dancing. 
With a fal, lal, la, 
And a ha, ha, ha! 


You've ſet my heart a-dancing, 


The coach is come---down ſtairs we trip 
The Op'ra-—Roban plies his Whip; 
What ſparkling eyes!“ 
Sir Fopling cries, 
As to our box advancing : 
I don't know how, 
| Yet ne'er till now | 
I felt my heart a-dancing. 
With a fal, lal, la, &c. 


Sultana queen at maſquerade, 
Or nun, or humble village maid, 
So fine, ſo bright 
The ſparkling night, 
Like fairies nimbly prancing ; 
I don't know how, 
Yet neer till now | 
J felt my heart a-dancing. 
With a fal, lal, la, &c. 


HUMOUROUS, WITTY, and COMIC. 


KXXVIL 


M. N, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 

As the ſpur is for the jade, 

As the ſcabbard for the blade, 

As for digging is the ſpade, 

As for liquor is the can, 

So man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 


Man, man, man, is for the- woman made, 
And the woman's made ſor man. 

As the ſceptre's to be ſway'd, 

As for night's the ſerenade, 

As for pudding 1s the pan, 

As to cool us is the fan, | 

So man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man, 


Man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man, 

Be ſhe widow, wife, or maid; 

Be ſhe wanton, be ſhe ſtaid; 

Be ſhe well or ill array'd ; 

Jillt, flirt, or harridan; 

Vet man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 
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XXXVIIL 
By Mr. 0*Reefpe, 


Tux Britiſh Lion is my ſign ; 
A roaring trade I drive on; 
Right Engliſh uſage,---neat French wine 
A landlady may thrive on. | 
At table d' hote, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh nungle 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes jingle; 


Your rhino rattle, come V 
Men and cattle, come 1 
All to Mrs. Caſey, Sill 
Of trouble and money, | 
My jewel, my honey, 
I'll warrant I'll make you caſy, 10 
When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 2 


Let *{quire, or beau, or belle come, 1 
Let captains kiſs me, if they dare, 


It's, Sir, you're kindly welcome! I. 
On ſhuffle, cog, and ſiip, I wink, 1 
Let rooks and pigeons mingle, "Ta 
And if to me they bring the chink, 0 


Way let the glaſſes jingle. 
Your rhino rattie, &c. 


© Bl 

; : [4 
Let Love fly here, on ſilken wings, 8. 
His tricks I fill connive at; 8 
; { 


The lover who would ſay ſoft things, 
Shall have a room in private. 
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On pleaſure I am pleas'd to wink, 
So lips in kiſſes mingle, 
For while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes Jingle. 
Your rhino rattle, &c, 


XXXIX, 
Ho SBAND AND WIE. 


Wr a lover is he that has nothing to give, 
But a look, and a vow, and a ſigh? 
Silly maid, take my word, you ſhould know how to live, 
Before you're ſo ready to die. | 


How ſtupid a pair are the bridegroom and bride, 
Who wed but for cooing and billing! 

Oh, how dull will they be, as they fit ſide by fide, 
If it happens they're not worth a ſhilling, 


At firſt, by good luck, ev'ry hour of the day, 
'Tis, * My darling, my ſoul's deareſt pleaſure !? 

But at laſt ſays the wife, I want money to pay; 
Come, give it, my heart's richeſt treaſure !? 


© But I have it not, ſweeting !'---This theme may breed ſtrife 
Come, let us be cooing and billing'--- 

© Go, barbarous huſband !'---+ Go, termagant wife“ 
So it happens, when not woith a ſhilling, 
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XL. 
In Summer Amiſement. 


N zarxsr of pretty feet, for dancing intended, 
Accept of a partner who always was commended 
Slighting the fineſt dreſs, attentive to merit, 
He likes only thoſe who can jig about with ſpirit, 
' Take me, Madam, 
I fo glad am, 
That I'll cut a caper 
Stand firſt couple, 
| Make no ſcruple; 
Strike up there, gut-ſcraper. 
Turn about, turn about; that's right, depend on't 2 
Hands acroſs, back again; and now there's an end on't, 
If it ſhould fill be thought that we ſhould encore it, 
Permit me to offer you lemonade before it: 
Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady 
Your fan now will cool us both ; ſpeak when you're ready, 
Take me, madam, &. | 


XLI. 
By Mr, O* Keeffe, 


Sow love great bowls to quaſt; 
Some like a dog and gun: 

I love a hearty laugh ; 
Give me a bit of fun, 
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I 1ik'd a maiden's charms, 
And after her did run: 
I took her in my arms 
Says I---+ We'll have ſome fun.“ 


With laugh, and joke, and play, 
At length her heart I won; 
To church we went fo gay, 
And then we had ſome fun. 


3 — ä — | | 


XLIII. 
THrE:FEMALE CAPTAIN, 


Sound the fife, beat the drum, to my ſtandard repair, 
All ye lads who will conquer or die; 

At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain I come, 
The men's courage and valour to try. 

Tis your king and your country now calls for your aid; 
*Tis the ladies command you to go: 

By me they announce it; and he who's afraid, 
Or refuſes, our vengeance ſhall know, 


Then firft to the fingle theſe things I declare, 
So each maiden moſt firmly decrees ; 
Not a kiſs will be granted, by black, brown, or fair, 
Not an ogle, a ſigh, or a ſqueeze. 
To the marry'd, if they but look glum, or ſay no, 
Should the Monſieurs dare bluſter or huff; 
We've determin'd, nem. con. that their foreheads ſhall ſno w- 
A word to the wiſe is enough. 
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Theſe puniſhments we've in terrorem proclaim'sd ; 
But ſtill, ſhould you valour but lack, 
As our dernier reſort, this refolve ſhall be nam'd, 
Which egad will ſoon make you all pack. 
We'll the breeches aſſume---'pon my honour, *tis true=-- 
So determine maids, widows, and wives; 
Firſt we'll march, beat the French, then march back and beat 
you; | 
Aye, and wear 'em the reſt of our lives. 


. . —ñ ˙ —— 


XLIV. 


Tux CouN TRT CLowx. 


= I ana poor country clown, 

N | Who lately came to this town ; 

| I heard the folks ſay 

| | 'Twas a place very gay, 

And I long'd for to fee it, I own, 


- 2 
CN Wn IE ITC A 
224 —„—, I 


I luckily met with a friend, 

Who I begg'd his aſſiſtance would lend: 
We rambled about, | 
Thro' rabble and rout, 

Till 1 thought the whole world at an end, 


8 We went to a place call'd the play, 
| Where I thought for to ſee ſomething gay; 
* They murder'd a king, 
Which I thought a ſad thing ; 
Yet the people went laughing away. 
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The fineſt of all the gay fights 

Was a place with a number of lights; 
Where they warble and ſing, 
Like birds in the Spring, 

And muſlic with pleaſure unites, 


I wiſh, and I wiſh, I muſttown, 
We had ſuch a place in our town, 
Or ev'n at the fair; 
If it could be brought there, 
It would pay well for bringing it down, 


. 


By Mr, 0* Keeffe, 


Liz my dear ſwain, no youth you'd ſee, 
So blithe, fo gay, fo full of glec; 
In all our village, who but he 
To foot it up fo featly ? 

His lute to hear, 

From far and near, 

Each female came, 

Both girl and dame; 

And all his boon, 

For ev'ry tune, 
To kiſs 'em round lo ſweetly. 


While round him 1n the jocund ring, 
We nimbly danc'd, he'd play or ſing; 
Of May the youth was choſen king, 
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He caught our ears ſo neatly. 


Such muſic rare 

In his guijtar! 

But touch his lute, 
The croud was mute: 

His only boon, 

For ev'ry june, 


To kiſs "2k round ſo ſweetly, 


XLVI. 


By the ſame. 


I HAVE a lover of my own, 


So kind and true is he; 


As true I love but him alone, 
And he loves none but me. 


J boaſt not of his velvet down, 


Or cheeks of roſy hue, 


His ſpicy breath, his ringlets brown 
I prize the heart that's true. 


So to all elſe I muſt ſay nay; 


They only fret and teaze: 


Dear youth, *tis you alone that may 


Come court me when you pleaſe. 


1 play'd my Love a thouſand tricks, 


In feeming coy and ſhy ; 


*Twas only, ere my heart I'd fix, 


1 thought his love to try. 
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So to all elſe 1 muſt ſay nay; 
They only fret and teaze: 

Dear youth, 'tis you alone that may 
Come court me when you pleaſe, 


XVII. 
Tuk OATH, 


Sir ENCE ! take notice you're my ſon- 
Full on your father look, Sir; 


This 1s an oath you may take as you run, 


So lay your hand on the horn-book, Sir. 


Hornaby, thornaby, Highgate and horns, 


Get money by hook or by crook, Sir. 


Hornaby, &c. 


Spend not with cheaters or coz'ners your life, 
Nor waſte it on profligate beauty; 

And when you are married be kind to your wife, 
And true to all petticoat-duty. 

Dutiful, beautiful, kind to your wife, 
And true from the cap to 5 the ſhoe-tie, 


Dutiful, &c. 


To drink to a man when a woman is near, 
You never ſhould hold to be right, Sir; 


Nor, unleſs 'tis your taſte, to drink ſmall for ſtrong beer, 


Or eat brown bread when you can get white, Sir. 
Mannikin, cannikin, good meat and drink, 

Are pleaſant at morn, noon, or night, Sir, 
Mannikin, &c. 
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To kiſs with the maid, when the miſtreſs is kind, 
A gentleman ought to be loth, Sir ; 
But if the maid's faireſt, your oath does not bind; 
Or you may, if you like it, kiſs both, Sir. 
Kiſs away, both you may ſweetly ſmack night and day; 
If you like it, you're bound by your oath, Sir. | 
Kiſs away, &c. | | 


When you travel to Highgate take this oath again, 
And again, like a ſound man, and true, Sir; 
And if you have with you fome more merry men, 

Be ſure you make them take it too, Sir. 
Bleſs you, ſon; get you gone; frolic and fun ; 
Old England, and honeſt true-blue, Sir! 

Bleſs you, fon, &c. 


- —— 
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XLVIII. 


| Sung by Mrs, Wrighten at Vauxhall, 


Tur jocund Spring again is ſeen, 
And muſic wakes the prove ; | 
The nymphs and ſhepherds trip the green, 
And all is joy and love. 


Who 
Sing 1 


On the gay ſpot I come again, Thun 
My duty to purſue, 
In hopes the friendſhip to obtain Each 


Of you, and you, and you. 


The cheerful pipe, at ev'ning hour, 
The jocund throng invites 

To tread the lawn, or range the bow'r, | Sleepi 
Where muſic's pow'r delights, Sing x 


# 
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With ſong to pleaſe each nymph and ſwain, 
Is {till my only view | 
That I the friendſhip might obtain 
Of you, and you, and you, 


Nature kindly has endued 
With melody my voice; 

Encouragement has oft enfu'd, 
By making me your choice. 
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On this gay {pot long may I rergn, 
My duty to purſue! _ 

And, ah! the iriendſhip ſtill maintain 
Of you, and you, and you! 
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XLIX. 


— ” 4 r 


AsorDizr, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me: 
His arms are ſo bright, 
And he ſtands fo upright ; 
So gallant and gay, 
When he trips it away 
Who is ſo nice and well-powder'd as he? 


Sing rub-a-dub, dub-a-dub, whe, whe, whe, fe, fe, fe; i 
Thunder, and plunder! a ſoldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me, 1 


Each morn when you ſee him upon the parade, 
He cuts ſuch a flaſh, 1 i" 
With his gorget and faſh; | bl 
And makes ſuch ado, F| 
With his gaiters and queue 1 
Sleeping or waking, who need be afraid ? | 1 | 
Sing rub-a-dub, &c. | 1 
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Or elſe, when he's mounted ſo trim and ſo tall, 
With broad-ſword in hand, 
The whole town to command; 
Such capers! ſuch prances! 
Such ogling ! ſuch glances! 
Our hearts gallop off, and are left at Whitehall, 
Sing tara, tantara, tan, too, too, too, too, too, too; 
Trumpet, and thump it---a foldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me, 


L. 
Tux CAUTIoOr, 


Fou ſweet bewitching tricks of love, 
Young men, your hearts ſecure ; 

Leſt from the paths of ſenſe you rove, 
In dotage premature, 

Look at each laſs through Wiſdom's glaſs, * 
Nor truſt the naked eye. 

Gallants, beware, look ſharp, take care ; 
The blind drink many a fly. 


Not only on their hands and necks 
The borrow'd white you'll find ; 
Some belles, when intereſt directs, 
Can even paint the mind. 
Joy in diſtreſs they can expreſs; 
Their very tears can lie: 
Callants, &c. 


Vo 
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There's ev'ry ſpinſter in the realm 
Knows how mankind to cheat, 
Down to the cottage from the helm, 
The learn'd, the brave, the great. 
With lovely looks and golden hooks 
T* entangle us they try : 
Gallants, &c. 
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Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
Were earth of parchment made, 
Were ev'ry ſingle flick a quill, 
Each man a ſcribe by trade, 
To write the tricks of half the ſex 
Would ſuck that ocean dry: 
Gallants, &c. x 
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THz APPT MENDICANTS, 
How bleſt are beggar-laſles, 


Who never toll for treaſure ! 
We know no care, but how to ſhare 
Each day's ſucceſhve pleaſure. 
Drink away, let's be gay; 
Beggars ſtill with mirth abound, 
Mirth and joy ne'er can cloy, 
Whiſt the ſparkling glaſs goes round. 
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A fig for gawdy faſhions ; 4 
No want of clothes oppreſſes; 
We live at eaſe with rags and fleas, 
We value not our dreſſes. 
Drink away, &c. 
Vol. II. - 
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We ſcorn all lad ies“ waſhes, 
With which they ſpoil each feature: 
No patch or paint our beauties taint ; 
We live in ſimple nature. 
Drink away, &c. 


No colic, ſpleen, or vapours, 


At morn or ev'ning teaze us; C 
We drink not tea, nor rataha | 
When ſick, a dram can eaſe us, | Le 
Drink away, &c. | 
| A 
What ladies act in private, A 
By nature's ſoft compliance, | 
We think no crime, when in our prime, 14 
To kiſs without a licence. 
Drink away, &c. EW 
We know no ſhame or ſcandal, | T] 
The beggar's law befriends us; | © Th 
We all agree in liberty, | | 
And poverty defends us. | 1 
Drink away, &c. | | 
| | | Be 
Like jolly beggar-wenches, | | 8 
Thus, thus, we drown all ſorrow ; Eh 
We hve to-day, and ne'er delay As 
Our pleaſure till to-morrow. | 
Drink away, &c. | | . 
| bY ; 
No 
\ 
As 
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Cour beaux, virtuoſi, rich heirs, and muſicians, 
Away, and in troops to the jubilee haſte ; 
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Leave diſcord and death to the college-phyſicians; 
Let the vig'rous rove on, while the aged are chaſte. 

Already Rome opens her arms to receive you, 

And ev'ry tranſgreſſion her lord will forgive you, 


Indulgences, pardons, and ſuch holy lumber, 

As cheap there are now as our cabbages grown; 
While muſty old relics of Saints without number 

For barely the looking upon ſhall be ſhewn. 
Theſe, were you an atheiſt, muſt needs overcome ye, 
That firſt were made martyrs, and afterwards mummy, 


What a ſight 'tis to ſee the gay idol accoutred, 
With mitre and cap, and two keys by his ide! 
Be his inſide what 'twill, yet the pomp of his outward 
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Shews ſervus ſervorum no hater of pride. 


—— 
8 


Theſe keys into heav'n will as ſurely admit ye, 
As clerks of a pariſh to a pew in the city. 


— apogee 
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What a fight *tis to ſee the old man in proceſſion 
Through Rome in ſuch pomp as there Cæſar did ride! 
Now ſcatt'ring of pardons, here croſling, there bleſſing, 
With all his ſhav'd ſpir'tual train'd-bands by his ide, — 
As confeſſors, cardinals, monks fat as bacons, 
From rev'rend archbiſhops to roſy archdeacons. K 2 
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Then, for your diverſion, the more to regale ye, A 
Fine muſic you'll hear and fine dancing you'll ſee ; | 
Men who much ſhall out-warble the famous Fideli, Fc 


And make you mere fools of Balloon and VAbbe ; 
And to ſhew you how fond they're to kiſs voſtre manos, 


- Each padre turns pimp, and the nuns courtezanas, 


And when you've ſome months at old Babylon been-a, 
And on pardons and punks all your rhino 1s ſpent; 
And when you have ſeen all that there's to be ſeen-a, 
You'll return not ſo rich, though as wiſe, as you went : 
And *twill be but ſmall comfort, after ſo much expence-a, 
That your heirs will do juſt ſo a hundred years hence-a. 


LIII. 


ADVICE BEFORE MARRIAGE, 


Dran Chloe, attend to th' advice of a friend, 
And for once be ad moniſh'd by me: 

Before you engage to wed with old age, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree. 


So ancient a fruit, for want of a root, 
Is doom'd to a ſpeedy decay; 


Youth might ripen your charms, but old age in young at ms 
Is like froſty weather in May. 


Let men of threeſcore think of wedlock no more, 
They need not be fond of that nooſe ; 

The cripple that begs without any legs 
Can have no occaſion for ſhoes, 
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A clock out of repair does but badly declare 


The hour of the day or the night ; 


For unleſs, my dear love, the pendulum move, 
*Twould be ſtrange if the clock ſhould go right. 


—— ——— 


LIV. 


Tus PETIT-MATiTRE. 


Tas is a Petit-Maitre's day 
Awake at noon, 
Or ſcarce ſo ſoon, 
See him to his ſofa creep, 
Sipping his tca---half aſleep- 
Curſe the vapours ! 
Reach the papers--= _ 
What's the Op'ra ?---Dem the Play. 


Air my boots---I think I'll ride 
Tho'---rot it! no- 
It ſhakes one ſo. 
Let them bring the vis-a-vis: 
Lounging there, his Lordſhip ſee, 
With vacant air, 
And ſullen ſtare, 
Born of dulneſs, rais'd by pride! 


Stop at Betty” What's the news ? 
A battle, they ſay 
Have you pines to-day ? 
Yes, my Lord---We've beat the Dutch 
| Ha---ſome ice---I thought as much: 
What, and nothing more ? 
That's a monſtrous bore ! 


Well, drive to Iſſachar the Jew's. 
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Laſt at Brookes's---deep at play: 
Iſſachar's debt, 
At Faro ſet, 

Win or loſe, ſerenely ſad, 

Calm he ſits, nor vex'd, nor glad; 
'Tis half alive, 
He Cuts at five 

This is a Petit-Maitre's day. 


LV. 


Tnz MILITARY CHARMER, 


Wovry you have a young ſpark that can pleaſe you well, 
View the jolly young ſoldiers that walk the Mall ; 

Parades, with cockades, look ſo neatly ! ſweetly ! 
Winning the heart of each ſprightly belle! 
Walking and talking, they ſimp'ring ſmile 
Rattling and prattling, each heart beguile; 

Cap'ring and vap'ring, and teazing and pleaſing, 
They conquer the ladies both rank and file! 


If they fancy a maiden with mien ſo ſhy, 
They follow her cloſely till nobody's by ; 
Then, liſping and whiſp'ring, and ſmiling, ſmiling, 
Tell a ſoft tale with a roguiſh eye. 
Facing, embracing, with tears and pray'rs; 
Dying, denying the rover's airs ; 
Swearing, deſpairing, bewailing, prevailing, 
They ſhoot at our hearts through our eyes and ears ! 
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Taz LICENTIOUS NYMPN., 


Fair Roſalind in woful wiſe 
Six hearts has bound in thrall; 

As yet ſhe undetermin'd lies, 
Which ſhe her ſpouſe ſhall call. 


Wretched, and only wretched, he, 
To whom that lot ſhall fall; 
For, if her heart aright I ſee, 
She means to pleaſe them all. 


LVII. 


SLENDER'S Gos r. 
By William Shenſtone, Eſq. 


Bznxzaru a church-yard yew, 
Decay'd and worn with age, 
At duſk of eve methought I 'ſpy'd 
Poor Slender's ghoſt, that whimp'ring cry'd, 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! | 


Ye gentle bards, give ear, 
Who talk of am'rous rage, 
Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe; 
Come learn of me to weep your woes ; 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


r 


£ J 
\ 
1 F . 4 
= 
. * 
4 P $7 
$ 1 IF 
t 72 
0 * A 
2 6 
M. 
— 1 «+: 
\ * 
1 
iN * 
* 1 
1 11 
Ly e | 1 
* 7 
fo 4 
5 11 
5 1 
is 
: ts 
5 1 
i; 1 
{& 7 
70 5 
oy 4 hs 
% LI 
” 1 3 
0 
— 
* 18 N 
li 
: 
16 12 
0 1 
1 £ 
4 l 
-. 1 
5 504 y 4 "= 
"4 * 2 
. 
* | 
af *% 
gi : 7 . 
* * 1 
1 9 
by \ s 
Ul . 
M4 


4 
—_- : 
090 . 

* 1 
N 
3 

. "== 


Ann 


VETS — 
= 7 — 9 


— - — 
— : 


F 
—ͤ—— — ———p ꝗ ́ P > — > wr 
— —ꝛ— — —— — — — ——— 
- — — : — 2 CESS 
—— _ m 2 2 CA 3 — 8 
& Ham + . Gee ⅛gÜ CCC LES 


Ge 2 93 > > 


— — 


— — 
. 


— —— 2 — 8 DC CT ee en on — I — 
— 6ͤ7%” — —_— - — 
— =Y 
— * a 
— ES 


—_ 3 ES 


2 
a... a =, 


— 
n n . 


CCC 


r 
3.5 MOMS as." 


2 


* 
— —— —_ - —— Þ — — "> _ - a 
. — - — BS / — 
7. 2 * A - E 2 A © 22 _ _— 7 24. a: — — - 22 — * 
- — oY * = 2 — — 7 — — _ " i 
* 22 — — — — F « < — — — — — - — 

— — - > . n en * e - — E 
7 A _ 2 . 2 - F * * : —— — — — 22 — — . 

— -— P — — * © r —— * n hy aa —— —— r S — gt Du ONES — nn Zi — 

PF KK e DIV" CEE EDIRC EN = £ 9 * 


— 


— "IEA 


r 


Ss 2 


= 
. 
- - N — — ———————— 2 . - * 
r —_— — — þ A Y 2 2 - _ 
. 0 — 

— * — — 7 : 0244 os — 9 — 

TTP i 

— 2 — —_—— A " ” Ga — — : * = 

— CE x 


72 


LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


Why ſhould ſuch labour'd ſtrains 
Your formal Muſe engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart, 


That ſir'd my breaſt, or pierc'd my heart, 
But ſigh'd, O ſweet Anne Page!“ 


And you, whoſe love-fick minds 
No med'cine can aſſuage, 
Accuſe the leech's art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore--- 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page!“ 


And you, whoſe ſouls are held, 
Like linnets, in a cage! 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my ſtrains : 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page!“ 


And you, who boaſt, or grieve, 
What horrid wars ye wage! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye, 
Yet mean as I do when 1 figh 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page !? 


Hence ev'ry fond conceit 
| Of ſhepherd, or of ſage ! 
Tis Slender's voice, 'tis Slender's way, 
Expreſſes all you have to ſay--- 
„O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page l' 
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THE CHEERFUL HIBERNIAN. 


Art you that are wiſe, and think life worth enjoying, 

Or ſoldier or ſazlor, by land or by fea, 

In loving and laughing your time be employing; : 

Your glaſs to your lip, and your laſs on your knee. 
Come ſing away, honeys, and caſt off all ſorrow! 
Though we all die to-day, let's be merry to-morrow; 
A hundred years hence *twill be too late to borrow 

A moment of time to be} Joyous and free 
Come ſing, &c. 


My lord and the biſhop, in ſpight of their ſplendour, 

When Death gives the call, from their glories muſt part ; 
Your beautitul dame, when the ſummons 1s ſent her, 

Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart. 
Then fing away, honeys, and caſt off your forrow ! 
Though you all die to-day, yet be merry to-morrow z 
A hundred years hence *twill be too late to borrow 

A cordial to cheriſh the ſorrowſul heart! 

Then ſing, cc. 


For riches and honour, then, why all this riot, 
Your wrangling and jangling, and all your alarms ? 
Arrah ! burn you, my honeys, you'd better be quiet, 
And take, while you can, a kind girl to your arms. 
You'd better be ſinging, and caſting off ſorrow ! 
Though you all dic to-day, ſure, be merry to-morrow : 
A hundred years hence *twill be too late to borrow 


One moment to toy and enjoy her ſweet charms !. 
You'd better, &c. 


Vor. II. L 
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LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


LIX. 
TE PLAY-THING CHANGED. 


K irryv's charming voice and face, 
Syren-like, firſt caught my fancy: 
Wit and humour next take place, 
And now I doat on ſprightly Nancy. 


Kitty tunes her pipe in vain, 

With airs moſt languiſhing and dying; 
Calls me falſe ungrateful ſwain, 

And tries in vain to ſhoot me flying. 


Nancy with reſiſtleſs art, 
Always humorous, gay, and witty, 
Has talk'd herſelf into my heart, 
And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. 


Ah, Kitty! Love, a wanton boy, 

Now pleas'd with ſong, and now with prattle, 
Still longing for the neweſt toy, | 

Has chang'd his whiſtle for a rattle, 


LX. 
ON ALA DPY MARRIED TOA Cox cou. 


Twas always held, and ever will, 
By ſage mankind, diſcreeter 

T' anticipate a leſſer ill 

Than undergo a greater, 
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When mortals dread diſeaſes, pain, 
And languiſhing conditions; 

ho don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain 

Of phyſic and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole cſtate, 

| He that but little wiſe 1s, 

Full gladly pays four parts in eight 
To taxes and exciſes. 


With num'rous ills in ſingle life 
The bachelor's attended; 

Such to avoid, he takes a wile--- 
And much the caſe is mended, 


Poor Gratia, in her twentieth year, 
Foreſeeing future woe, 

Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
Bctore an ape below. 


EXL 


TBE TRIER. 


Bron E the urchin well could go, 
She ſtole the whiteneſs of the ſnow; 
And more that whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn; 
Stole all the ſweetneſs ether ſheds 
On primroſe-buds, and vi'let-beds. 
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Purſuing ſtill her artful wiles, 

She ſtole the Graces? ſilken ſmiles; 
She ſtole Aurora's balmy breath; 
And pilfer'd Orient pearl for teeth 
The cherry, dipp'd in morning-dew, 
Gave moiſture to her lips, and hue. 


Apollo's wit was next her prey ; 

Her next, the beam that lights the day : 
She ſang---Amaz'd the Syrens heard, 
And to aſſert their voice appear'd. 

She play'd---The Muſes, from their hill, 
Wonder'd who thus had ſtol'n their ſkill. 


Theſe were her infant-ſpoils, a ſtore ; 

And ſhe, in time, ſtill pilfer'd more : 

At twelve ſhe ſtole, from Cyprus' Queen, 
Her air, and love-commanding mien ; 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole 

From Pallas ſenſe to charm the ſoul, 


Great Jove approv'd her crimes and art; | 
And t'other day ſhe ſtole my heart. 
If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 
Exert thy vengeance on this Fair : 
To trial bring her ſtolen charms ; 
And let her priſon be my arms, 


LXII. 


DAMON AND DELIA. 


A 

As tother day, in harmleſs chat, 
With Sylvia I was walking, T 
Admiring this, admiring that, A 


Together ſweetly talking ; 
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Young Damon met me in the grove, 
With joy in ev'ry feature; 
He preſs'd my hand, then whiſper'd love. 
O what a charming creature! 


His paſſion ofttimes he expreſs'd 
In words ſo ſoft and kind; 

I felt a ſomething in my breaſt, 
But doubts were in my mind. 

I told him he with Dol was ſcen, 
And ſure he came to mect her, 

He vow'd I was his only queen 
O what a charming creature ! 


To yonder church then ſhall we go ? 
He preſs'd me to comply--- 

(How can the men thus teaze me ſo ?) 
I try'd from him to fly : 

And will my Delia name the day, 
Let Damon kindly greet her ? 

Thus cloſely preſt, what could I ſay 
To ſuch a charming creature? 


eee ECON TTT IIIa enema 
LXIII. 


THE INVITATION, 


To you, fair ladies, now in town, 
We countrymen do write, 
And do invite you to come down, 
To taſte of our delight, 
The weather's fine, the fields are gay, 
And 'tis the pleaſant month of May. 
Fa, la, la, la, fa, la. 
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The country's now in all its pride, 
New-dreſt in lovely green; 
The earth, with various colours dy'd, 
Diſplays a lovely ſcene; 
A thouſand pretty flow'rs appear, 
To deck your boſom and your hair, 
Fa, la, &c. 


The cuckow's pick'd up all the dirt; 
The trees are all in bloom; 
If rural muſic can divert, 
Each buſh affords a tune: 
The turtle's heard in ev'ry grove, 
And milkmaids ſing their ſongs of love. 
Fa, la, &c. 


Could we perſuade you to come down, 
Our joys would be complete: 
Dear ladies, leave the noiſy town, 
And to our ſhades retreat. 
Would you but in our ſhades appear, , 
You'd make our fields Elyſium here. 
Fa, la, &c. | 
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1 | We'll ſhew you all our cowſlip-mœads, 
'F And pleaſant woods and ſprings, 

#1 And lead you to the tuneful ſhades 

li ö Where Philomela ſings: 

| Sweet Philomel, whoſe warbling throat 

| [ Excels your Seneſino's note. 

Þ | Fa, la, &c. 
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For you we deck and trim our bow'rs, 
And make our gardens fine; 
For you preſerve our choiceſt flowrs, 
That now are in their prime, 
The murm'ring brooks accuſe your ſtay, 
And zephyrs ſigh for your delay, 
Fa, la, &c. 


Come, then, and take our morning air, 
Juſt ris'n from flow'ry beds: 
Tis better than you ſnuff by far, 
And all perfumes exceeds. 
Our ev'ning walks more pleaſures bring, 
Than the gay park and crowded ring. 
Fa; la; Ke. 
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For your own ſakes, if not for ours, 
The duſty town forego; 
Freſh air will give your eyes new pow'rs, 
And make each beauty glow ; 
*T will to the lily add the roſe, 
And ev'ry brighter charm diſcloſe 
Fa, la, &c. 


— — — —— — 
* 
Tat RAPE or THE TRAA. 
By William Shenſtone, Eig. 


"Twas in a Jand of learning, 
The Mules fav'rite ſtation, 
Such pranks, of late, | 
Were play'd by a rat, 
As gave them conſternation. 
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All in a college-ſtudy, 
Where books were in great plenty, 
This rat would devour 
More ſenſe, in an hour, 
Than I could write---in twenty. 


His breakfaſt, half the morning, 
He conſtantly attended ; 
And, when the bell rung 
For evening-ſong, 
His dinner ſcarce was ended. 


Huge tomes of geo---graphy, 
And maps lay all in flutter; 
A river or a ſea 
Was to him a diſh of tea, 
And a kingdom---bread and butter. 


Such havock, ſpoil, and rapine, 
Wich grief my Muſe rehearſes; 
How freely he would dine 
On a bulky ſchool-divine, 
And tor deſlert---cat verſes. 


He ſpar'd not ev'n heroics, 
On which we poets pride us; 
And would make no more 
Of King Arthurs * by the ſcore, 
Than---all the world beſide does. 


by 


Sir Richard Blackmore's poem under that title, 
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But if the deſp'rate potion 
Might chance to over-doſe him; 
To check its rage, 
He took a page 
Of logic, to compoſe him. 


——— — 


— a - ——————_ 
— — — 1 — =, — 
——ů — _ — — 2 ˙ ing en; A - 
—— . eter TD 2 1 : . : 
- — — a : — . J 
- te ra 2 
U 


— ca ee 
T2 © We 6 


— — — 
— — — — - 
ot bed "5 


* * 


A trap in haſte and anger 
Was bought, you need not doubt on't; 
And ſuch was the gin, | 
Were a lion once in, 
He could not, I think,' get out on't. 


2 


wh 8 2 38 
2 ˙ cdl 


— — 


With cheeſe, not books, 'twas baited; bs 
The fact, I'll not belie it; 5 
Since none, I tell ye that, 
Whether ſcholar or rat, 
Minds books, when he has other diet. 


But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ſhould I ſing-—or either? 
Since the rat, with mickle pride, 
All their ſophiſtry defy'd, 
And dragg'd them away together. 


Both trap and bait were vaniſh'd, 
Through a fracture in the flooring; 
Which, though ſo trim 
It now may ſeem, 
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Had then a dozen or more in. 


Then anſwer this, ye ſages; | 
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(Nor think I mean to wrong ye) 
Had the rat, who thus did ſeize on 
The trap, leis claim to reaſon, 
Than any ſage among ye? | 


Vor. II. M 1 


W Has? 
—— 


w 4 


wo” Xx. * 2 — 4&2 
e 
r 


82 


L TR IC REPOSITORY, 


Dan Prior's mice, I own its 
Were vermin of condition ; 
But the rat, who chiefly learn'd 
What rats alone concern'd, 
Was the deeper politician. 


That England's topſy-turvy, 

Is clear from theſe miſhaps, Sir; 
Since traps, we may determine, 
Will no longer take our vermin, 

But vermin take our traps, Sir. 


Let ſophs, by rats infeſted, 
Then truſt in cats to catch 'em; 
Leſt they prove the utter bane 
Of our ſtudies, where, *tis plain, 
No mortal fits---to watch 'em. 


LXV. 
Tut EXTENT OF COOKERY, 
By William Shenflone, Eſq. 


Wuzx Tom to Cambridge firſt was ſent, 
A plain brown bob he wore; 

Read much, and look'd as though he meant 
To play the fop no more, 


See him to Lincoln's-Inn repair, 
His reſolution flag; 

He cheriſhes a length of hair, 
And tucks it 1n a bag. 
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Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 
But gets into the Houle ; 
And ſoon a Judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows, 


Adieu, ye bobs! ye bags, give place! 
Full-bottoms, come inſtead ! 
Good Lord ! to fee the varions ways 


Ol dreſſing—a call's head! 


IXVI. 


Ox Miss HARRIET HAN BURY: ADDRESSED TO THE 
Rev. Mr. BI Rr. 


By Sir Charles Hanbury Williams, 
k - 


Dr ax Doctor of St. Mary's, 
In the hundred of Bergavenny, 
I've ſcen ſuch a laſs, 
With a ſhape and a face, 
As never was match'd by any. 


Such wit, ſuch bloom, and ſuch beauty, 
Has this girl of Ponty Pool, Sir, 
With eye that would make 
The tougheſt heart ach, 
And the wileſt man a fool, Sir. 


At our fair t'other day ſhe appear'd. Sir, 
And the Welchmen all flock'd and view'd her; 
And all of them ſaid, 
She was fit to have been made 
A wiſe for Owen Tudor, M 
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They would ne'er have been tired with gazing; 


And ſo much her charms did pleaſe, Sir, 
That all of them ſtaid 
Till their ale grew dead, 

And cold was their toaſted cheeſe, Sir. 


How happy the lord of the manor, 
That ſhall be of her poſſeſt, Sir! 
For all muſt agree, 
Who my Harriet ſhall ſee, 
She's a Heriot of the beſt, Sir. 


Then pray make a ballad about her; 
We know you have wit, if you'd ſhew it 3 
| Then don't be aſham'd, 
You can never be blam'd, 
For a prophet is often a poet, 


But why don't you make one yourſelf then? 
1 ſuppoſe I by you ſhall be told, Sir: 

This beautiful piece, 

Alas! is my niece; 


And beſides, ſhe's but five years old, Sir. 


But though, my dear friend, ſhe's no older, 
In her face it may plainly be ſeen, Sir, 7 
That this angel at five 
Will, if ſhe's alive, 
Be a goddels at fiſtcen, Si. 
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LXVII. 


Sr. PATRICEK's DAY IN THE MORNING. 


Y « lads and ye laſſes ſo buxom and clever, 
Who come from Hibernia, of famous renown, 
Put on your beſt bibs, and be coming together, 
So neatly yourſelves all adorning, 
The muſic ſhall be {ſweetly playing; 
Each ſhall be dancing, ſkipping around ; 
Green ſhamrock ſhall ſhine, Sir, 
To make us all fine, Sir, 
Salt fiſh and potatoes 
Shall ſmoke, my dear creatures, 
And nothing be wanting which there can be found; 
Full bumpers of whiſkey | 
Will make us all friſky 
On St. Patrick's Day in the morning. 


St. Patrick he was of vaſt eſtimation, 
And liv'd a great while, Sir, before he was dead; 
He frighten'd the bug-a-bos out. of the nation, 
So none of your ſneering and ſcorning; 
For many things he did moſt truly, | 
All as clever as clever could be; 
He baniſh'd the bugs, Sir, 
From blankets and rugs, Sir ; 
Ah! hub a boo, Sir, 
What more could he do, Sir ? 
Whatever he ſaid, Sir, the blind could not ſee; 
With heart like ſhellaly, 
Then, let us be gaily 
On St. Patrick's Day in the morning. 


nn 
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There's Phelim O'Fagan, and ruddy-fac'd Paddy, 
With many tall fellows to make up the wake; 
Mis Blarney will ſing with her mammy and daddy, 
And play till the ev'ning's returning; 
With mirth and muſic, dance and caper, 
We will jovial, jovial be, 
While each pretty Miſs, Sir, 
We'll ſmuggle and kiſs, Sir, 
And pull 'em, and haul 'em, 
And tenderly maul 'em, 
Arran! who in the world are fo merry as we ? 
All this to begin, Sir, 
We think it no ſin, Sir, 
On St, Patrick's Day in the morning, 


——— ͤ—— — — 


LXVIII. 


Tut SERVANT'S Dis AS TER. 


Jau worſe than poor debtors, coop'd up in their cages 2 
Board wages I had, now hare boards are my wages. 
To get into bad bread ſure I had no call, Sir, 
But bad bread is better than no bread at all, Sir! 
All, Sir, 
Small, Sir, 
No bread at all, Sir, oh! 


Oh had I a wife, tho? half ſtarv'd like your humble, 
There's ſome conſolation in ſomething to mumble; 
Yet I'm married, tho' ſingle---I tell you no ibs, Sir, 
Here, look at my waiſtcoat---I'm nothing but ribs, Sir! 
PFeibs, Sir, 
Ribs, Sir, 
Nothing but ribs, Sir, oh! 
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Was ever poor ſervant in ſuch a diſaſter ! 
I'm maſter'd by ſtarving, and ſtarv'd by my maſter; 
I'm in a ſad taking---with nothing to take, Sir, 
I'd fake all I'm worth to be worth a beef-ftcak, Sir! 
Take, Sir, 
Steak, Sir, 
Take a beet-ſteak, Sir, oh! 


EXIX, 


MoDERATION AND ALTERATION, 


Hear's an old ſong made by an ancient pate, 

Ot a worthy old gentleman who had a good eſtate ; | 
And kept a very plentiful houle at a very plentitul rate, 
With a good old porter to reheve the poor at his gate, 
Moderation, moderation, O wonderful moderation! 


With a good lady, whoſe anger a good word aſſnages, 

Who never knew what belong'd to coachmen, footmen, or 
pages; 

But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages, 

And kept twenty or thirty old men in blue coats and badges. 

Moderation, &c. 


With an old library fill'd full of learned old books. 

And a reverend old chaplain, you might know him by s 
looks, 

An old buttery-hatch worn off the old hooks, 

And a good old kitchen that maintains half a dozcn good 
cooks. | 

Moderation, &c, 
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With an old hall hung round with guns, pikes, and bows, 

And old ſwords and bucklers, which had borne N hard 
blows, 

An old frieze coat to cover his ware s trunk hoſe, 

And a cup of good old cherry to comfort his copper noſe. 

Moderation, &c. 


With a good old cuſtom when Chriſtmas 1s come, 

To call in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum; 

And have good cheer enough in every old room, 

And liquor enough to make a cat ſpeak, and a wiſe man dumb. 
Moderation, &c. 


With an old huntſman, a falconer, and a pack of hounds, 
With which he ne'er hunted but on his own grounds; 

For he like a wiſe man kept himſelf within bounds, 

And when he dy'd left each child a good old thouſand pounds, 
Moderation, &c. 


Then to his eldeſt ſon his houſe and land he aſſign'd, 
Charging him in his will to be of the ſame bountiful mind; 


But in the end you ſhall hear how he was inclin'd, 


And left his good old father's precepts behind. 
Alteration, &c. | 


Like a young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſſion of his land, 
He took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond; 

Kept a brace or two of creatures at his own command; 

And drinking at taverns *till he could neither fit nor ſtand. 
Alteration, &c. 


With a new lady who was freſh and fair, | 
And never knew what belonged to houſe-keeping, or care; 


Who kept a dozen or two of fans to play the wanton air, 


And half a dozen dreſſes made of horſes manes and cow-tail hair. 
Alteration, &c, 
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With a new library ſtuff'd full of pamphlets and plays, 
And a new-faſhion'd ſort of a chaplain that {wears faſter than 
he prays; 


Alſo a new buttery-hatch that opens but once in five or ix 


days, 

And a large kitchen ſtor'd with nothing but kick-ſhaws and 
toys. 

Alteration, &c. 


With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 

In which was never ſeen fire, either of turf, coal, or wood; 

It was hung round with pictures which did the poor little 
good, 

The ſubjects whereof were all profane and lewd, 

Alteration, &c. 


With a new faſhion when Chriſtmas is come, 
In a poſt-chaiſe for London we muſt be gone, 
And leave nobody at home but our new porter, John, 


Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with a ſtone, 


Alteration, &c. 


With a new valet, his perſon to adorn, 

In order to attend my Lord's levee in the morn 

In horle-racing, gaming, maſquerades and plays, 

The young gallant contumes health, wealth, and 1 
Alteration). &c. 


New titles are bought with his father's old gold, 

For which many of his father's good old manors were fold; 
Which is the reaſon moſt men do hold, 

That open houlr-keeping is now-@ days grown ſo very cold, 
Alteration, &c, 
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LXXL 


LovBLy JENNY. 


 Maxia now I'll ceaſe to ſing, 


And all the op'ning ſweets of Spring: 


The Chop-kouſe in my verſe ſhall ring, 


Where lives my lovely Jenny. 


Where ancient cooks exert their art; 

No youthful damſel bears a part: 

Yet one has broil'd my very heart, 
And that was lovely Jenny. 


Brown as the walnut is her hair; 


Her {kin is like the napkin fair; 
More blooming than red cabbage are 
The cheeks of lovely Jenny. 


Each ſav'ry diſh to cit and fop 

She bears, herſelf a nicer chop 

How far more elegant, to ſop, 
And feaſt on lovely Jenny! 


More tempting than the ſmoking ſteak, 


Or \{weeteſt tart; her fingers make! 
I'd loſe my dinner for the ſake 


Of taſting lovely Jenny, 


But when I pay for ſteak or tart, 

I att a very miſer's part; 

At once the money and my heart 
I give to lovely Jenny. 
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Let Jove his fam'd ambroſia eat, 

And youthful Hebe ever wait; 

I envy not his joy or ſlate, 
While ſerv'd by lovely Jenny. 


While Britiſh herrings Britons love, 

Or city throats with cuſtard move; 

While nectar pleaſes mighty Jove, 
So long ſhall I love Jenny. 


And when at length the Beauty dies, 

Oh!] cut her into little pies ! 

Like jelly-ſtars ſhe'l] grace the ſkies, 
So bright is lovely Jenny. 


XXII. 


THE LOQUACIOUsS BEAU Tv. 


Fou morn to night, from day to day, 
At all times, and at ev'ry place, 

You ſcold, repeat, and ſing, and ſay, 
Nor are there hopes you'll ever ceaſe, 


Forbear, my Celia, Oh! forbear, 
If your own health, or ours, you prize; 
For all mankind, that hear you, {wear | 
Your tongue's more killing than your eycs. 


Your tongue's a traitor to your face, 

Your fame's by your own noiſe obſcur'd ; 
All are diſtracted, while they gaze, 

But if they liſten, all are cur'd, 
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Your ſilence would acquire more praiſe 


Than all you ſay, or all I write; 
One look ten thouſand charms diſplays ; 
Then huſh-------and be an angel quite, 


LXXIII. 


To A YouncG LADY AND HER CAT CRor. 


For many a heart, that now 1s free, 


May ſhortly, fair one, heat for thee, 
And court thy pleaſing chain; 
Then prudent hear a friend's advice, 
And learn to guard by conduct nice, 

The conqueſts you ſhall gain, 


When Tabby Tom your Crop purſues, 
How many a bite and many a bruiſe 
The amorous {wain endures ! 
Ere yet one favourite glance he catch, 
What frequent ſqualls, how many a ſcratch 
His tenderneſs procures ! 


Tho! this, *tis own'd, be ſomewhat rude, 
And puſs by nature be a prude, 
Yet hence you may 1mprove ; 
By decent pride and dint of ſcoff, 
Keep caterwauling coxcombs off, 
And ward th' attacks of love, 
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Your Crop a-mouſing when you ſee, 
She teaches you economy, 
That makes the pot to boil : 
And when ſhe plays with what ſhe gains, 
She ſhews you pleaſure ſprings from pains, 
And mirth's the fruit of toil. 


LXXIV, 


TE Goss1es, 


To goſſips they merrily met, 

And that in the morning full ſoon; 
And they were reſolv'd on a wet, 

To keep their ſweet voices in tune: 
Away to the tavern they went--- 

Here, Joan! why I vow and proteſt, 
T hat I have a crown yet unſpent ; 

So let's have a cup of the beſt.” 


4 
© And pray, Goſſip, didn't you hear 
The common report of the town ? 
A *{quire of five hundred a year 
Is marry'd to Dol of the Crown ! 
A draggletail flut, on my word! 
Her clothes hanging ragged and foul : 
In troth, he would fain have a bird, 
That would give a groat for an owl.“ 


© And ſhe had a ſiſter laſt year, | 
Whoſe name they call galloping Peg; 
She'd take up a ſtraw with her car, 
] warrant, as right as my leg. 
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A brewer he got her with child--- 
But een let them brew as they bake; 

I knew ſhe was wanton and wild, 
But I'll neither meddle nor make.“ 


© Nor I, goſſip Joan, by my troth; 
Tho? nevertheleſs I've been told, 
She ſtole ſeven yards of broad cloth, 
A ring, and a locket of gold; 


A ſmock, and a new pair of ſhoes-— 


A flouriſhing madam was ſhe ! 
But Margery told me the news, | 
And it ne'er ſhall go further for me.“ 


© We were at a goſſiping club, 
Where we had a cheriſhing cup 
Of good humming liquor, ſtrong bub! 
And your huſband's name it was up 
For bearing a powerful {way, 
All the neighbours his valour have ſeen; 
For he is a cuckold, they ſay- - 
A conſtable, Goſſip, I mean.” 


Pear Goſſip, a ſlip of the tongue 
No harm was intended in mind; 
Chance words they will mingle among 
Our others, we commonly find: 


I hope you won't take it amiſs.” 


No, no; that were folly in us: 
And if we perhaps get a kiſs, 
Pray what are our huſbands the worſe?” 
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LXXV. 
By the Rev, Henry Bate Dudley. 


Tri me which of magic charms 

Ev'ry earthly pow'r diſarms; 
Young ones pleaſing, 
Grey-beards teaſing, 

Setting fancy wild afloat ?- 

*Tis the ſnow-white petticoat! 


Circled thus from prying eyes, 
Love's immortal witchcralt lies: 
And to bleſs us, 
Or diſtreſs us, | 
Nature bids us fondly doat--- 
On the ſnow-white petticoat ! 


— —ů ——  _ 


LXXVI. 
By Mr. Cobbe. 


Warn firſt 1 began, Sir, to ogle the ladies, 

And ſoft nothings to ſay, as a pretty fellow's trade is; 
Whilſt with rapturous praiſes I dwelt on each feature, 

If I ſtole a ſly kiſs---*twas, * Fye, you wicked creature!“ 
But ſoon, in tones lower, and ſofter, and ſweeter, 

Half pleas'd they would whiſper, * Fye, you wicked creature!“ 


Indeed my attractions no gallantry needed, 

Zach ev'ning new conqueſts to conqueſts ſucceeded ; 

Perplex'd how ſo many fond claims I ſhould parry, 

To ſettle them all, I refolv'd, faith, to marry ; 

And preſs'd lovely Laura, in language ſtill ſweeter, 

Till, bluſhing, ſhe whiſper'd, * I'm yours, you wicked crea- 
ture!“ 


Ly 

- g — — — — — — — — 2 

cc b — 
1 


r 


— * _— n 
- ICE os 8 
* . 7 


— 


a —— ũ——4ũ ⁊4Zͤ— 
— — pot 


r.. RU Tr 8 rr 3 


N N re 


3 < 


OW 


—— a — RAIN DSI 


won 


36 LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


LXXVII. 


By the Rev. Henry Bate Dudley. 


Ou, a gay flaſhy lord is a woundy fine ſight! 
Who is ne'er to be ſeen but with owls in the night: 
Then, ſo flight here behind, 
He's blown through by the wind; 
So cropp'd, | 
And belopp'd! 
Such timber, ſo limber, from top to the toe, 
That he wriggles and nods as he walks to and fro! 


I ne'er ſee'd but one in the courſe of my life, 
And him I had lick'd but for Bridget my wife; 
I laugh'd at his pride, 
And the {pit by his fide ; 
Good lack! 
His long back 
Like a building ſo weak 1s, it hardly can ſtand ; 


But would ſnap ſhort in two like a twig in this hand ! 


LXXVIII. 
By the ſame. 


Odo $-3B0BS, ſhe's wondrous pretty! 
Her locks are almoſt jetty |! 
She's a finer wench than Betty ! 

And ſee her eyes are blue! 


Her ſnow-white boſom's heaving; 
My appetite is craving ! 

She hits my taſte to a ſhaving ; 
Sweet damſel, how do you do? 
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1 } 


. 
By General Burgoyne. 


Coux, rouſe from your trances, 
Tbe fly morn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed! 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, 
While the fox from the brake lifts his head ! 
Now creeping, 
Now peeping, 
The ſox from the brake lifts his head: 
Each away to his ſteed, 
Your goddels ſhall lead, 


Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 


For the chace all prepare ; 
See the hounds ſnuff the air; 


Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallog | 


Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 
See Reynard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground ; 
Now they fkim o'er the plain, 
Now they dart down the lane, 
Aud the hills, woods, and vallies reſound ; 
With daſhing, 
And ſplaſhing, 
The hills, woods, and vallies reſound : 
Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, 
If you ſtop you're too late ; 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallo 15 
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II. 


Wirn early horn ſalute the morn, 
That gilds this charming place; 
With cheerful cries bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving woods, 
The cryſtal floods, 
All, all return th' enliv'ning ſound. 


III. 


Away to the field; ſee the morning looks gray, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day; 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 
Then, hark, in the morn, 
To the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew ; 
While the ſeaſon invites, 
With all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the fight, when Aurora firſt dawns, 

To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns! 

To welcome the Sun, now returning from reſt, 

Their matins they chant as they merrily queſt, 
Then, hark, &c, 


18 


—— : —j—ð—E — — te,” — — — 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


—— — 


— 


— — 1 


- — OUS - 6m 4 


„„ 
* 


— — 


P 
. 4 


r 
yd AT OI 


” 
——— ad 
_ 
3 


—— = -y-— * - —_— 
— 


r do cn 


10 LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


But, oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart juſt as Phoebus peeps over the hills; 

While, joyous, from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhout of the hunters, and cry of the hounds ! 
Then, hark, &c. 


See how the brave hunters, with courage clate, 
Fly hedges or ditches, or top the barr'd gate: 
Borne by therr bold courſers, no danger they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then, hark, &c, ' : 
ve cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of ſleeping on down: 
Uncertain your toil, ar for honour or wealth; 
Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 


Then, hark, &C, 


In Thomas and Sally, 


Taz echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad; 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 
Ober hill and o'er valley he flies: 


Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza! 


The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 
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Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 


How fweet with the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! | 
With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy : = 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : _ 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, | 4 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. | 
4 
V. | f 


In The Medley, or Harlequin Every-where. 1 
| | 


(Give round. the ord  Diſmount, diſmount !* li 
While, echo'd by the ſprightly horn, 
The toils and pleaſures we recount 
Of this ſweet health-inſpiring morn. 
*T was glorious ſport, none e'er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand, 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actæon been the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 
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The hounds were out, and ſnuff'd the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd th' appointed ſpot, 

But pleas'd they heard * A layer, a layer!“ 
And preſently drew. on the ſlot. 

*T was glorious ſport, &c. 
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And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 

The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to bawl ; 
And echo note for note repeats, 

While ſprightly horns reſound a call, 


"Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 

And while © *War'-haunch!* the huntſman cries, 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 

He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies. 
*T was glorious ſport, &c, 


VI. 
RECITATI VE. 


H ax, the horn calls away; 

Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


AIR. 


From the Eaſt breaks the morn; 
See the ſun- beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains ſo high; 
The wild heath, &c. 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 
And the floods, &c. | 
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Our forefathers ſo good 

Prov'd their greatneſs of blood 
By encount'ring the pard and the boar, 
By encount'ring, &c. 

Ruddy health bloom'd the how 

Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 
And taught, &c. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we frequent, , 
Where the boſom of Nature's reveal'd 3 
Where the boſom, &c. 

Tho? in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 

Still let our's be the prey of the held, 
Still let our's, &c. 


With the chace full in ſight, 

Gods! how great the delight! 
How our mortal ſenfations refine ! 
How our, &c. 

Where is care, where is fear ? 

Like the winds in the rear ; 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horfe, my brave boys : 

Lo! each pants for the joys, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon, &c. 

Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl, 

And renew the chace, &c. 
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VII. | 


In Dapline and Apollo. 


| Tex Sun from the Eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 


And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops behold ; 


The lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 


And the horn's cheerful ſummons rebukes our delay : 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlaves of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court: 
No care nor ambition our patience annoys z 


But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joys, 


With the ſports, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree: 

The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee ; 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place; 

Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
With the ſports, &c. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame ; 


The poet a dinner, the patriot a name: 

And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 

Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 
With the ſports, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth: 
All the bleſſing we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 
With hounds and with horns thro' the woadlands to roam, 


And, when tired abroad, find content ment at home. 
With the ſports, &c, 
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VIII. 
TuE CHACE, 


Rovz'» early, by the cheerful horn, 
From the dull ſlumber of the night, 
The huntſmen, ere the op'ning morn, 
The ſtag purſue with tim'rous flight, 


Thro' thickets, woods, and hills they ſweep, 
Ere yet the Sun begins to beam ; | 

Now ſwift thro' chpſe and dang'rous ſteep; 
Now croſs with ſhouts the rapid ſtream. 


But ſee the purple Eaſt appear: 
The horn re-echoes thro” the vale ; 

The fainting ſtag, o'erwhelm'd with fear, 
Now feels his drooping ſpirit fail, 


Enraptur'd with the heat of chace, 

The ſportſmen ſeize their panting prey; 
In triumph cloſe the joyous race, 

And bear their captive ſpoil away. 


Now eve brings ſofter ſcenes of joy, 
That glide as jocund as the morn; 
Midſt hours of love, which ne'er can cloy, 
The dangers of the day they ſcorn; 
While in Love's ſoft raptures bleſt, 
All their cares are lull'd to reſt, 
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IX, 


Murx faintly gleams the doubtful day, 
Ere yet the dew-drops on the thorn 
Borrow a luſtre from the ray, 
That tips with gold the waving corn, 
Health bids awake, and homage pay 
To him who gave another morn : 
And well with ſtrength his nerves to brace, 
Urges the ſportſman to the chace. 


Do we purſue the timid hare, 

As trembling o'er the lawn ſhe bounds ? 
Still of her ſatety have we care, | 

While ſeeming death her ſteps ſurrounds 
We the defenceleſs creature ſpare, 

And inſtant ſtop the well-taught hounds 
For cruelty ſhould ne'er diſgrace 


The well-earn'd plcaſure of the chace. 


Return'd with ſhaggy ſpoils well ftor'd 
To our convivial joys at night, 

We toaſt, and firſt our country's Lord, 
Anxious who moſt ſhall do him right ; 

The Fair next crown the ſocial board; 
Britons ſhould love as well as fight. 

For he who ſlights the tender race 

Is held unworthy of the chace. 


N. 
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Ns 
RECITATIVE., 


Tus whiſtling plonghman hails the bluſhing dawn; 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruitic note; 

Loud ſings the blackbird thro? reſounding groves ; 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing Sun. 


AIR. 


Away, to the copſe lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds 2 
I'll warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro? the grounds. 

Then ſpur your briſk courſers, add ſmoke *em, my bloods ! 
'Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn : 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find; 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 
O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn : 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die: 
Cheer up, my good dog, with the horn! 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale ; 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue: 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. P 2 
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From our ſtaunch and fleet pack *twas in vain that he fled ; 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn : | 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn, 


— . —— þ 
XI, 1 
By Mr. Holcroft, v 


W are archers ſo ſtout and ſo good ; 


With hearts unacquainted with fear ; | | T 
We live in the merry green wood, 
And feed on the king's fallow- deer. N 


We feed on the king's fallow-deer, 
In ſpite of the ſheriff and law; 


We ne'er from the poor draw a tear, Fe 
But keep monks and fat abbots in awe, 
And ſo merry, ſo merry live we; A. 


With hearts light as air, 
We are ſtrangers to care, 
All under the greenwood tree. 


For archery England is fam'd ; 
Expert are her ſons at the bow 
Their broad arrows often have tam'd 
Ihe rude inſults and vaunts of the foe, 
But England itſelf can't exce], 
For valour and good archery, 
Bold Clym o' the Clough, Adam Bell, 
And William of Cloudeſlee. 
11 And ſo merry, &c. 
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XII. 


Do you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of the horny 
And yet the {weet pleaſure decline ? 

For ſhame ! rouſe your ſenſes ; and, ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join, 


Thro? the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies ; 

While hounds, in full cry, thro? hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields 
All willing and joyous repair; 

No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 
Than chacing the fox and the hare, 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found ; 

And when the day's o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


I ü ⅛ rQ—— 


XIII. 


Hax! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 

Salutes the roſy riſing morn, = 
And echoes thro? the dale: 

With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 

The hounds quick ſcented ſcour the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 
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Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The briſk, high-mettled, ftarting ſteed; 
The jovial pack purſue : | 

Like lightning darting o'er the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants awhile for breath ; 

When now the noiſe alarms her car, 

Her haunt's deſcry'd, her fate is ncar, 
She ſecs approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim ſeize z 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies: 

The diſtant courſers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 
While echo rends the ſkies. 
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XIV. 


| | 3 By John Dryden, Eſq. 


Wirn horns and with hounds 1 awaken the day, 


| | And hie to my woodland walks away ; 


F 4 1 tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 


And tie to my forehead the waxing moon: 

I courſe the fleet flag, unkennel the fox, 

| And chace the wild goat o'er ſummits of rocks: 

| With ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro? the ſky, 


| ; While Echo turns hunter and doubles the cry, 


I With ſhooting, &c. 


XV. 


Ys ſportſmen, come forth, 
Quit your ſlumber and ſloth, 
And join in the muſical chace : 
Shall the fops of the town 
Our diverſion cry down ? 
No, their {ports ſhall to ours give place, 


Sec puls is in view; 
Mark Scentwell and Sue, 
They puſh forward as fleet as the wind! 
Huzza, my brave boyͤs! 
What can equal our joys, 
When our care, and all fear's left behind? 


Tho! ſhe mounts up the hill, 
Yet we'll follow her ſtill, 
Till her ſtrength and her courage are gone; 
She doubles, ſhe tries, 
But, alas ! fee ſhe dies! 
And aloud ſounds the horn tontaron, 


Come, my lads, let's away, 
Crown the ſports of the day 
With a bottle and miſtreſs at night: 
Here's to each ruddy face 
That is fond of the chace ; 
And we'll riſe again ſoon as 'tis light. 
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XVI. 


Barcur Phœbus has mounted the chariot of day; 


And the horn and the hounds call each ſportſman away 
Thro' woods, and thro* meadows, with ſpced now they bound; 


While health, roſy health is in exerciſe found. 
Hark away 1s the word to the ſound of the horn ; 
And Echo, blith Echo makes jovial the morn, 


Each hill and each valley is lovely to view; 

While puſs flies the covert, and dogs quick purſue 
Behold where ſhe flies o'er the wide-ſpreading plain; 
While the loud op'ning pack purſue her amain. 

Hark away, &c. | 


At length puſs is caught, and lies panting for breath 
And the ſhout of the huntſman's the ſignal of death: 
No joys can delight like the ſports of the field ; 


Io hunting all paſtimes and pleaſures mult yield, 


Hark away, &c. 


XVII. 


Hxx, hark to the ſound of the ſweet winding horn 


It invites to the chace, and awakens the morn ; 


Hark, &c. h 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 
While Echo enraptur'd repeats the blithe ſtrain, 


Diana, &c. 


W. 


Vol. 


. 


While Bacchus deprives us of reaſon and wealth, 


The ſports of the field give both pleaſure and h-alth; 


Such innocent paſtimes enſure us all joys, 


Where no bug nets diſturbs, no malice deſtroys ; 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 


While Echo enraptur'd repeats the blithe ſtrain, 


XVIII. 
By Henry Fielding, Eſq. 


Tun duſky night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn ; 

The hounds all join in jovial cry. 
The hunt{man winds his horn. 
Then to hunting let us go, &c. 


The wiſe around her huſband throws 
Her arms, to make him ſtay : 
* My dear, it hails, it rains, it blows; 
You cannot hunt to-day.” 
But to hunting he will go, &Ce 


Th! uncavern'd fox like lightning flies, 
His cunning's all awake; 
To gain the race he eager tries, 
His forfeit life the ſtake. 
When to hunting we do go, &c. 
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Arous'd, e'en Echo huntreſs turns, 
And madly ſhouts her joy : 


The ſportſman's breaſt, enraptur'd, burns; 


The chace can never cloy, 
Then to hunting we will go, &c. 


Deſpairing, mark, he ſeeks the tide; 
His art can't yet prevail; 
For ſhouts the miſcreant's death betide, 
His ſpeed, his cunning fail. 
When to hunting we do go, &c. 


For, lo! his ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
The hounds arreſt his flight; 
Ihen weary homeward we return, 
To drink away the night. | 
Ihen to drinking we will go, &c. 


— EEE — — 
XIX. 
RE In Love in a Village, 
Lzr gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate: 
From pleaſure to pleafure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot ? 


I envy them not, 


Whilc 1 have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light: 
The bliſſes I find 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 
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No ſport to the chace can compare, 
So manly the pleaſure it yields; 
How ſweet, how refreſhing the air, 
Inhal'd in the woods and the fields! 
As we ruſh in purſuit, new ſcenes ſtill appear; 
New landſcapes encounter the eye; 
Not Handel's ſweet muſic more pleaſes the car, 
Than that of the hounds in full cry, 


New ſtrength from the chace we derive z 
*Tis exerciſe purges the blood: 
How happy that mortal muſt live, 
Whoſe {port yields both phyſic and food! 
So new and fo varied its charms, they ne'er cloy 
Like thoſc of the bottle and face; 
The oftner, the harder, the more we enjoy, 
The more we're in love with the chace. 
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XXI. 
RECITATIVE. 


W ur x cheerſul day began to dawn, 
While Cupid ſtill his pillow preſs'd, 

Diana, rous'd by hounds and horn, 
Her gentle virgins thus addreſs'd : 
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Ain, 


Hark away, hark away to the merry-ton'd horn, 
While the hounds? cheerful cries awaken the morn! 
Diana herſelf rules the ſports of to-day, 

And joins in the chorus of Hark, hark away. 


With cautious ſtep avoid the bow''r, 
Where wily Cupid ſleeping lies; 

Fond nymph, you'll rue the fatal hour, 
Should Love our ſpotleſs train ſurpriſe. 


Hark away, &c. 


Love will promiſe and deceive, 
Leading youthful hearts aſtray; 
But the joys our paſtimes give 
Are jocund, innocent, and gay. 
Hark away, &c. 


__ — — 


XXII, 


Wurxv, join'd in the chace, ſly Reynard in view, 
On bigh-mettled courfers, with haſte we purſue, 
And follow the foe thro? the glade; 
Away to the vale he ſcours it full ſpeed, 
Then darts thro? the hedge, the dogs to miſlcad ; 
Awhile he lies cloſe 1n the ſhade; 
The covert he breaks, 
Then down the lane takes, 
And drooping his bruſh drags along; 
Till panting he ſtops--- 
Surrounded he drops, 
A prey to the fleet- ſooted throng, 
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At length, the chace o'er, the horn's jocund ſound, 
To invite thoſe thrown out, floats in echoes around; 
They hear the glad call, and obey. 
From the death to the flaſk we hie to regale; 
Dtana we toaſt in full bumpers of ale, 
And merrily finiſh the day : 
Briſk liquor we quaft ; 
We ſing, joke, and laugh; 
Good humour adorns ev'ry face; 
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We jolly boys are 
Sworn ſtrangers to care, 


Who delight in the joys of the chace. 
— — — — 
XXIII. 


O; ER the N up the hills, as with ardour we bound, 
Led on by the loud-ſounding horn, 

Kind breezes ſtill greet us, with cheerfulneſs dates 
And joyſul we meet the ſweet morn. 

Roſy health blooms about us with natural grace, 

Whilſt echo re-echo'd enlivens the chace. 
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Should all the gay larks, as they ſoar to the ſky, 
Their notes in a concert unite, 
8 The muſic of hounds when ſet off in full cry, 
Would give a more tuneful delight. 
Roſy health, &c. 


*Tis over, *tis over, a pleaſure divine 
Freſh air and full exerciſe yield: 

At night, my good friends, o'er the juice of the vine, 
We'll fing to the ſports of the field. 

Roſy health, &c. 
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XXIV. 


M:xr#, admit me of thy crew, 
To liſten how the hounds and horn 
Clearly rouze the ſlumb'ring morn, 
From the fide of ſome hoar hill, 
Thro? the high wood echoing ſtill. 


XXV. 


Batenr dawns the day with roſy face, 
That calls the hunters to the chace. 


With muſical horn 

Salute the gay morn, 
Theſe jolly companions to cheer; 

With enlivening ſounds 

Encourage the hounds, 
To rival the ſpeed of the deer, 


If you find out his layer, 
To the woodlands repair, 
Hark! hark! he's unharbour'd, they cry 
Then fleet o'er the plain 
We gallop amain, 
All, all is a triumph of joy. 
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Over heaths, hills, and woods, 

Thro' foreſts and floods, 5 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wink; 

The welkin reſounds 

With the cry of the hounds, 
That chaunt in a concert behind. 


Adicu to all care, 
Pale grief and deſpair ! 
We ride in oblivion of fear, 
Vexation and pain 
We leave to the train, 
Sad wretches that lag in the rear. 
Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay; 
The pack's at a ſtay, 
They eagerly ſeize on their prize: 
The welkin reſounds 
With the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horn with his knell, and he dies, 


XXVI, 


Tas ſhout is gone forth; hark the deep-ſounding hound! 
See the ſport- loving, high-mettled ſteed ſpurn the ground! 
View him rear his proud neck as he hears the loud horn; 
And ſnort the ſharp air of the froſt-breathing morn, 

And ſnort the ſharp air of the froſt-breathing morn, 

In an inſtant all nature is rouz'd from her trance; 

And the hills ſeem to fly, and the trees ſeem to dance; 
Theſe woodlands appear, and thoſe foreſts retire ; 

With frantic delight ev'ry boſom's on fire; 
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On a brow the rapt peaſant can trace the wild train 
Pour down the llop'd mountain, and cover the plain: 

Up the ſteep, in the ſtream, or amidſt the ſcar'd flocks, 
Who now regards perils of rivers and rocks? 

Who now regards, &c. 

We plunge in the lake, o'er the precipice fly, 

With the game in full view, and the pack in full cry; 

What ſportſman lacks courage? what courſer lacks breath? 
Or who feels fatigue when we're in at the death ? 


Nor here ends the pleaſure, nor here ends the chace; 
Ev'ry double we note, ev'ry danger re-trace ; | 
Recount, in returning, each peril we dar'd, 

And point to each ſpot where the glory was ſhar'd. 
And point to each, &c. | 
We view the vaſt fragment, the whirlpool profound, 
And glow with remembrance of acts ſo profound; 
Then to Bacchus and Venus our proweſs rehearſe, 


And deck ev'ry deed in the magic af verſe, N 


RS ES 
2- — —— — 
— = 
"== ——S — — —— —— 
= _ — — é — Re LOA — —kʒ' 
——— — —Bw — 


——— 2 — — —— — — 


— 
Shi ya —— — — 


— 
— 


F 


_ I FORTY 


vol. II. 


NAVAL and MILITARY, 


no IL 


n 
* — — 


1 


. —— . ,‚— . ——_—_— — — — — 


PP 
. Ya? — rn - 


222 J 


J. 


By R. B. Sheridan, Eſq. 


Tun wand'ring tar, who not for years had preſt 
The widow'd partner of his day of reſt, 

On the cold deck, far from her arms remov'd, 
He hums the ditty which his Suſan lov'd ; 

And while around the cadence rude is blown, 
The boatſwain whiſtles in a ſofter tone. 


The ſoldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy's ſmile ; 
But ere the battle ſhould he hear her cries, 

The lover trembles, and the hero dies : 

That heart, by War and Honour ſtcel'd to fear, 
Droops at a ſigh, and ſickens at a tear. | 


In female breaſts did Senſe and Merit rule, 
The lover's mind would aſk no other ſchool ; 


Sham'd into ſenſe the ſcholars of our eyes, 


Our beaux from gallantry would ſoon be wile ; 
Would gladly light, their homage to improve, 
The lamp of Knowledge at the torch of Love. 
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. 
By Richard Cumberland, Eſq. 


"Twas up the wind, three leagues and more, 
We 'ſpy'd a lofty ſail ; 
Set your top-gallant ſails, my boys, 
And cloſely hug the gale. 
Nine knots the nimble Milford ran; 
Thus, thus the maſter cry'd : 
© Hull up!' She rais'd the chace in view, 
And ſoon was ſide by ſide. 


+ Dowſe your Dutch enſign ! up St. George! 
To quarters now, all hands !” 

With Iighted match, beſide his gun, 

Fach Britiſh warrior ſtands. 

Give fire!“ our gallant captain cries; 
'Tis done--the cannons roar : 

Stand clear, Monſieurs! digeſt theſe pills, 
And then we'll ſend you more. 


* Your French jack ſhivers in the wind; 
Its lilies all look pale : 
Down it muſt come -it muſt come down ; 
For Britons will prevail.“ | 
Rak'd fore and aft, her ſhatter'd hull 
Lets in the briny flood : 
Her decks are carnag'd with the lain ; | 
Her ſcuppers ftream with blood. R 
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© Our chain-ſhot whiſtles in the Lind 
Our grape deſcends like hail : 


 Huzza, my foul! three cheering ſhouts ! 


French hearts begin to fail. | 
And ſee, 'tis done---She ſtrikes ; ſhe yields: 
Down, haughty flag of France! 
Now board her, boys! and, on her ſtaff, 
The Engliſh croſs advance. 


There Jet it ever fly, my hearts, 
To awe theſe Gallic ſlaves: 
So freely toſs the can about; 
For Britons rule the waves.“ 


There let it ever fly, &c. 


III. 


By R. B. Sheridan, Eſq. 


W ur x tis night, and the mid-watch is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main ; 

Then failors think of their far diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne'er may ſee again, 


But when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 


Should any thought of them come o'er our mind; 


We think, but ſhould the day be won, 


How/*twill cheer 
Their hearts, to hear 


That their old companion he was one, 


— — — ———— — ñ—ʒͤ2——. 


— 


=> 
— 


. ——— 
ä 
3 2 Gn — x 


_ — CI E Fr PR ro wt en 


NAVAL and MILITARY. 23 


Or, my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, „ 
And ſighs to think how it may fare with you; 1 
O, when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, | 
Should any thought of her come o'er your mind 
Think only ſhould that day be won, 
| How *twill cheer 
Her heart, to hear 
That her own true ſailor he was one. 
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IV. 


By W. Hayley, Efq. 


Ve cliffs ! I to your airy ſteep 
Aſcend, with trembling hope and fear, 
To gaze on this extenſive deep, | | j | 
And watch if William's ſails appear, 


Long months elapſe, while here I breathe 
Vain expectation's frequent pray'r; 
Till, bending o'er the waves beneath, [! 

I drop the tear of dumb deſpair, - 


But fee a glif ning fail in view! 
Tumultuous hopes ariſe : 

"Tis he------I feel the viſion true; 
I truſt my conſcious eyes, 
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His promis'd fignals from the maſt 
My timid doubts deſtroy : 

What was your pain, ye terrors paſt, 
To this ecſtatic joy ? 
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V. 


By Mr, O'Keeffe. 
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Tu: night when paſt, -in golden ſkies, | 
If whiten'd cliffs the ſailor ſpies, | l 
Completely bleſs'd! 
The ſight each tender thought inſpires; 
His love's on ſhore, and fancy fires 
His faithful breaſt ; 
The dancing waves ſalute his oar, 
He pulls, and ſings, My love's on ſhore !“ 


VI. 
Fox ever recorded be that glorious day, | 
When brave and gallant Elliot, with his choſen few. 
True Britiſh heroes, with Britiſh valour ſtcel'd, | 
9 great and mighty hoſt of foes o'erthrew. 
He, like th' impervious rock, 
Stood firm amid the ſhock ; 
No fear could ſhake his daring foul, 
The ſtreams of blood 
Pour'd like a flood; 
And thunders fhook from Pole to Pole. 
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Hark ! How the cannon, with impetuous roar, 
Deal dread deſtrution 'mid ſurrounding foes ! 
Princes and people line the diſtant ſhore ; 
And weep, in ſilent awe, their country's waes. 
Now, hear the whiſtling ſhot ; | 
The balls, they fly red-hot ; 
The hulls are quickly all on fire, 
Look ev'ry way, 
Death and diſmay 
Will ſurely make the foe retire, 


The gun-boats all advance, by valiant Curtis led; 
Nor thunder, ſea, nor fire can daunt Britannia's Son : 
Rous'd from the deep, old Neptune rears his head, 
Well pleas'd to ſee the fight ſo nobly won. 
| E'en now, before our ſight, 
They ſink in endleſs night; 
Behold the wretched fallen crew ! 
Haſte, haſte, and ſave, 
From wat'ry grave, 


The poor, diftreſs'd, ſurviving few. 
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Britannia joyful now appears, 
Her godlike chiefs to crown; 
Fame ſounds her golden trump on high, 
Io deeds of high renown, 


Whil& Britain's ſons ſo firm unite, 
And heroes ſuch command, 
No envious hoſtile foe will dare 


Diſturb a happy land, 
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VII. 


Come, buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 


And let us merry be; 
Our can is full; we'll ſee it out, 

And then all hands to ſea. 
And a ſailing we will go, &c. 


Fine miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught 
The minuet to tread: 

But we go better when we've brought 
The fore-tack to cat-head, 

And a ſailing, &c. 


The jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race: 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace, 

And a ſailing, &c. 


When horns and ſhouts the foreft rend, 
The pack the huntſmen cheer ; 
As loud we halloo when we ſend 
A broadſide to monſieur. 
And a ſailing, &c. 


The what's-their-names at uproars ſquall, 
With muſic fine and ſoft : 

But better ſounds our boatſwain's call--- 
All hands, all hands, aloft !? 

And a failing, &c. 
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With gold and ſilver ſtreamers fine, 
The ladies rigging ſhew : 

But Engliſh ſhips more grandly ſhine, 
When prizes home we tow. 

And a ſailing, &c. 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts and with wives; 
And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more: 
Thus ſailors paſs their lives. 
And a ſailing, &c. 


TroMaAsS AND SALLY, 


By Dr. John Hoadly. 


Fats Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman; 
With tears ſhe ſent him out to roam: 

Young Thomas lov'd no other woman, 
But left his heart with her at home. 

She view'd the ſea from off the hill, 

And, as ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 
Sung of her bonny ſailor. 


The wind grew loud, and ſhe grew paler 
To ſee the weathercock turn round, 
When, lo! ſhe ſpicd her bonny ſailor 
Come ſinging o'er the fallow ground. 
With nimble haſte he leap'd the ſtile; 
Fair Sally met him with a ſmile, 
And hugg'd her bonny ſailor. 
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Faſt round the waiſt he took his Sally, 
But firſt around his mouth wip'd he: 


Like home-bred ſpark he could not dally, 


But preſs'd and kiſs'd her with a glee; 
* Through winds and waves and daſhing rain,” 
Said he, thy Tom's return'd again 

To bring a heart for Sally.” 


Welcome! cry'd ſhe, © my conſtant Thomas! 
Though out of fight, ne'er out of mind; 
Though ſeas our hearts have parted from us, 
Vet ſtill my thoughts were left behind: 
So much my thoughts took Tommy's part, 
That time nor abſence from my heart 
Could drive my conſtant Thomas.“ 


© This knife, the gift of lovely Sally, 
Which {till I've kept for her dear ſake, 


A thouſand times in amorous tolly 


Her name has carv'd upon the deck: 
Again the happy pledge returns 
To ſhew how truly Thomas buras, 
How truly burns for Sally.” 


This thimble, thou didſt give to Sally, 
Whene'er I ſee, I think on you; 

Then why ſhould Tom ſtand ſhilly-ſhally, 
When yonder ſteeple is in view? 


Tom, never to occaſion blind, 


Now took her in the coming mind, 
And went to church with Sally, 
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IX. 
In The Pofitive Man, 


SwEET Poll of Plymouth was my dcar: 
When forc'd from her to go, 

Adown her cheeks rain'd many a tear ; 
My heart was fraught with woe. 

Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood; 
The land we left behind : 

Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood; 
My ſighs increas'd the wind. 


We plow'd the deep ; and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide: 
For five long years I had not ſeen 
My ſweet, my bonny bride. 
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I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 


That time I ſail'd the world around, 16 
All for my true love's ſake; i} 

But preſs'd as we were homeward bound - ſl! 
I thought my heart would break. | i 
The preſs-gang bold I aſk'd, in vain, * 
To let me once on ſhore: | 8 

11 


And have they torn my love away? 
And is he gone ?? ſhe cry'd ; 
My Polly, ſweeteſt flow'r of May, 
She languiſh'd, droop'd, and dy'd, S 2 
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X. 
By David Garrick, Eſq. 


How little do the landſmen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, ; 

When waves do mount, and winds do blow ! 
But we have hearts of ſteel. 


No danger can affright us, 


No enemy ſhall ſlout: 
We'll make the Monſieurs right us; 
So toſs the can about, 


Stick cloſe to orders, meſs-mates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink; 
Then, France, have at your firſt-rates; 

For Britons never ſhrink : 
We'll rummage all ye fancy, 
We'll bring them in by ſcores ; 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 


And then to ſea for more: 

In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly; 

Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 
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XI. 


To ARDELIA. 
By 6. Neate, Eſq. : 


As1 penſively walk'd o'er the ſteep, 
At whoſe feet the broad wave daſhes hoarſe, 
And beheld the white ſails of the deep | 


Midſt the billows purſuing their courſe ; 


* Ah! wand'rers,“ I ſaid with a ſigh, 

Far happier's the veſſel in port, 

Which dreads not like you the dark ſky, 
Nor lives of each tempeſt the ſport ! 


© To new worlds, and new climates, go ſtcer, 
Still rove like the heart unconfin'd ; | 

You have rocks, and have quickſands to ſear, 
And your hopes are all built on the wind ! 


* By my ſtars at laſt guided to peace, 

I truſt to the ocean no more; 
"Tis time that life's tumult ſhould ceaſe : 
My bark is moor'd cloſe to the ſhore, 


* With thy ſunſhine, Ardelia, while bleſt, 
No ſtorms can my ſteadineſs move; 
Your boſom's my harbour of reſt, 
And the anchor that holds me, your love, 
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XII, 
By Edward Thompſon, Eſq. 


Tus top-ſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea; 
But yet, my foul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 
For, tho' thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his guiding-ſtar, 


Should land ſmen flatter when we're ſail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales! 
No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
If Love breath'd conſtant gales. 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from Pole to Pole. 


Syrens in ev'ry port we meet, 
4 More fell than rocks or waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet 
Arc lovers, and not ſlaves. 
No ſoes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we've left our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares---But, if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main; 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'r of France and Spain. 

Now England's glory reſts with you : 

Our ſails are ſull---ſweet girls, adieu! 
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XIII. 
By Edward Thompſon, Eſq. 


A. rzvanr tar the werld I've rang'd, 
And flatter'd brighteſt eyes; 

From fair to black I've often chang'd, 
And plighted vows and ſighs. 


From Eaſt to Weſt, from North to South, 
With ardour have I run; 

Sipp'd {ſweets delicious from each mouth, 
But ne'er content with one. 


I'm now reclaim'd ; my compaſs flands, 
Nor variation ſecks : 

My heart is plighted with my hands; 
My tongue but Emma ſpeaks. 


Maids in their teens I now reſign ; 
By woman I am won : 
There are no roſes ſo divine 
As thoſe of thirty-one. 


— — — 
XIV. 


Tux STORM. 


By 6, A. Stevens, 


| Crat, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer ! 
Liſt, ye landimen all, to me; 
Meſsmates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea; 


x * 
n 
* o 
: 
/ 
: 
| ; 
1 
, ix 
'% 
i i 
* 
1 
. i 12 
if 
9 
F 1 
| 1 
i 
I 
; N 
4 
: | 
1 
1 
1 
1 
z . 
is? 
l " 
% 
7 
1 N * 
irs 1 
if 
1 A 
iÞ 8 
b þ 
. * * 
Y -F 
, 1 A 
| # 
iy : 
15 0 
1 
i 1 
{$ 1 
| 8 
: : 
i 
19 
5 
| k 


LD : 


— 
— 1 
— — 


— — 


per 
* — 
— 
——— 


4 — ; 


LYRIC REPOSITORY. 


From bounding billows, firſt in motion 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 

To the tempeſt-troubled ocean, 
Where the feas contend with ſkies. 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By topſail ſheets and haulyards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick be hauling 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand! 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
The lee top-fail ſheets let go; 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your topſails nimbly clew.” 


Now, all you, on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyment wanton courting, 
Safe from all but Love's alarms ; 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our minds enthrall; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder: 
Hark ! again the boatſwain's call. 


© The top-ſail- yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe, | 

Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, boys, 
Tho? the weather ſhould be worſe ; 

Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen, fee all clear ; 

Hands up, each preventer-brace ſet ; 
Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer,” 
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Now the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh, 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh ; 

One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky; 

Ditt'rent deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ? 


© The foremaſt's gone !* cries every tongue out, 
© Over the lee, twelve feet *bove deck; 

A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out; 
Call all hands to clear the wreck ; 

Quick the land-yards cut to pieces, 

Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold 

Plumb the well, the leak increiſes; 
Four feet water's in the hold!“ 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn : 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating { 
Alas! to them there's no return! 
Still the leak is gaining on us; 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below: 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us ! 
For only that can fave us now. 


On the lee- beam is the land, boys! 
Let the guns o'er-board be thrown; 

To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; 
See, our mizen-malt is gone! 
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The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt ; 
We've lighten'd her a foot, or more; 


Up, and rig a jury-fore-maſt ; 


She rights, ſhe rights, boys; we're off ſhore. 


© Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come -the can, boys let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives. 
Fill it up---about ſhip wheel it; 
Cloſe to the lips a brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it ? 
None our danger's drown'd in wine.” 


XV. 
Tux SxaA Fiexr. 


Sraxp to your guns, my hearts of oak, 
Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke; 
Be ſilent, and be ready. 
Ram home your guns, and ſpunge them wall. 
Let us be ſure the balls will tell; 
The cannons? roar ſhall ſound their knell ; 


Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady. 


Not yet, nor yet---reſerve your fire, 

I do deſire: Fire! 

Now the elements do rattle, 

The gods amaz'd behold the battle; 
A broad-ſide, my boys. 
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See the blood, in purple tide, 

Trickle down her batter'd fide; 

Wing'd with fate the bullets fly ; 

Conquer, boys, or bravely die: 

Hurl deſtruction on our foes; 
She ſinks---huzzal 

To the bottom down ſhe goes. 


XVI. 


Joviar Companions. 


Cour, come, my jolly lads ! 
| The wind's abaft; 
Briſk pales our fails ſhall crowd; 
Come, buſtle, buſtle, - buſtle, boys, 
- Haul the boat; 
The boatſwain pipes aloud : 
The ſhip's unmoor'd ; 
All hands on board; 
The riſing gale 
Fills ev'ry fail; . . 
The ſhip's well mann'd and ſtor'd: 
Then ling the flowing bowl--- 4 
Fond hopes ariſe--= _ ' ? 
The girls we prize if 
Shall bleſs each jovial ſoul : 
The can, boys, bring { 
We'll drink and ſing, | 2 
While foaming billows roll. T 2 1 
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| Tho! to the Spaniſh coaſt 
We're bound to ſteer, 
We'll ſtill our rights maintain; 
Then bear a hand, be ſteady, boys, 
Soon we'll ſee f 
Old England once again : 
From ſhore to ſhore 
While cannons roar, 
Our tars {hall ſhew 
The haughty Toe, 
Britannia rules the main. 


Then fling the flowing bowl, &c. 


XVII. 


Lies is chequer'd---toil and pleaſure 
Fill up all the various meaſure. 
See the crew in flannel jerkins, . +43 
Drinking, toping flip by firkins: 
And as they raiſe the tip 
To their happy lip, | 
On the deck is heard no other found, ! 
But, Prithee, Jack, prithee, Dick, 
Prithee, Sam, prithee, Tom, | 
| Let the can go round.“ . 
Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, billes 
Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, whilſtle 3 
Buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, brave e 4 
Let us itar, let us toil, 
But let's drink all the while; 
For labour's the price of our joys, 
For labour's, &c. 
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Life is chequer'd---toil and pleaſure 

Fill up all the various meaſure ; 

Hark, the crew with ſun-burnt faces, 

- Chanting black-ey'd Suſan's graces 
And as they raiſe the notes, 
Thro' their ruſty throats, 

On the deck, &c. 


Life is chequer'd---toil and pleaſure 

Fill up all the various meaſure : 

See the crew their care diſcarding, 

With huſsle-cap, or with chuck-farthing. 
Still in merry pan, | 
Whether they loſe or win, 

On the deck, &c. 
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Jon L true blues of the main, 
Well ſkilled in heaving the log, 
Attend to a ſailor's rough ſtrain, 
Who ſings of your favourite grog. 
For grog is the liquor of life, 
The delight of each true Britiſh tar; 
It baniſhes ſorrow and ſtrife, 
And ſoftens the hardſhips of war. 
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His vineyards the Monſieur may boaſt, 
And delight in the ſoup of a frog; 
But too ſoon he ſhall find to his coſt, 
That claret muſt yield to good grog. 
For grog, &c. 
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Each Saturday night that revolves, 


My meſſmate he gives me a jog; 
To the wife or the ſweetheart he loves, 
He takes off a can of good grog. 
For grog, &c. 


If Jove ſhould as whilom deſcend, 
Of ſome female mortal a-gog, 
His nectar he ſurely would mend, 
By mixing his liquor with grog. 

For grog, &c. 


I heard an Hibernian declare, 
By St. Patrick, tho' born in a bog, 
That while he could ſee with an ear, 
No wine he would drink except grog. 
For grog, &c. | 


No danger our hearts can diſmay, 
No terror we fecl from a flag ; 
For what is a dozen a-day, | 
To a double allowance of grog ? 
For grog, &c. 


Now war is declar'd, let's advance; 

May the flincher be hang'd like a dog! 

Who ſtrikes to Spain, Holland, or France, 
Is a ſtranger to freedom and grog. 

For grog, &c. | 
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XIX. 
By C. Stuart, Eſq, 


Sxzyr3MBER the thirteenth proud Bourbon may mourn ; 


Elliot's lightnings and thunders 
Like Jove's bolts did wonders ! 
With ſhot red-hot 
Don Morano was torn : 
On the hills the ſpectators with grief rend the ky ; 
Their ſhips are all on fire: 
Hark ! what ſhrieks! ſome expire; 
Up they.blow, | 
Up they blow, 
And thouſands now go 
To the bottom, low, low, low : 
While wreck'd hundreds, deſpairing, for ſafety 
Aloud cry ; 
For ſafety out cry, 
For ſafety out cry, 
And they find it in Curtis's humanity. 


— —— —— — 
XX. 


Tnuxspav in the morn, the nineteenth of May, 
Recorded be for ever the famous Ninety-two ! 
Brave Ruſſell did diſcern, by dawn of day, 
The lofty ſails of France advancing now: 
© All hands aloft, aloft,---let Engliſh valour ſhine 3 : 
Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for the line; 
Let ev'ry man ſupply his gun; 
Follow me, 
And you'll ſee 
That the battle will be ſoon begun.“ 
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Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſell in combat on the f ; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, | 
To ſink the Engliſh Admiral and his fleet ; 
Now ev'ry valiant mind to victory doth aſpire; 
The bloody fight's begun, the ſea is all on fire; 
And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 
” Whilſt a flood, 
All of blood, 
Fill'd the ſcuppers of the Riſing Sun. 


Sulphur, ſmoke, and fire, diſturbing the air, 

With thunder and wonder, affright the Gallic ſhore ; 
Their regulated band ſtood trembling near, 

To ſee their lofty ſtreamers, now no more: 


At ſix o'clock, the red, the ſmiling victor led, 


To give a ſecond blow---the fatal overthrow 
Now death and horror equal reign ; 
Now they cry, 
Run, or die: 
Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main.“ 


Sce, they fly amaz'd thro' rocks and ſands; 

One danger they graſp at, to ſhun the greater fate 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands; 

The nymphs and ſea gods mourn their loſt eſtate: 
For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing Sun! 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate begun: 

Enough, thou mighty god of war ; 
| Now we ling, 
Bleſs the king ! 
Let us drink to ev'ry Engliſh tar, 
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XXI. 


Tur wand' ring ſailor plows the main, 
A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 

To find at laſt content and eaſe; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


When winds blow hard, and mountaing roll, 
And thunders ſhake from Pole to Pole 

Tho? deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 

Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 

To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 
The carly ſcenes of youth renew ; 
Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt ; 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore ! 


XXII. 
By Mr. O'Keeffe. 
Tos hardy ſailor braves the ocean, 
Fearleſs of the roaring wind; 


Vet his heart, with ſoft emotion, 
Throbs to leave his Love behind. 


— — 
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To dread of foreign foes a ſtranger, 


Tho' the youth can dauntleſs roam; 
larming fears paint ev'ry danger, 
In a rival left at home. 


XXIII. 


| Soxs of Ocean, fam'd in ſtory, 


Wont to wear the laurel'd brow; 
Liſten to your riſing glory, 

Growing honours wait you now. 
Think not ſervile adulation 

Meanly marks my grateful ſong 3 
All the praiſes of the nation 

Giv'n to you, to you belong; 
And rival kingdoms ſend from far 
Their plaudits to the Britiſh Tar. 


*Tis not to your valiant daring--- 
Courage you've for ages ſhewn 

*Tis not now your mild forbearing, --= 
Pity ever was your Own; 

*Tis your Prince, fo lov'd, fo pleaſing, 
Spreads your fame thro” diſtant lands, 

And, the trident nobly ſeizing, 
Graſps it in his youthful hands; 

Proud to boaſt, in pcace or war, 

The virtues of the Britiſh Tar. 


When the times were, big with danger, 
See your Royal Shipmate go, : 


And, to every fear a ſtranger, - 


Brave the fury of the foe ;. 
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Now when ſmiling Peace rejoices, 
Greet him with a ſailor's arts; 
Cheer his preſence with your voices, 
Pay his ſervice with your hearts; | 
And be henceforth your leading ſtar, 


The gallant Royal Britiſh Tar. 


XXIV. 


ThE SAILOR's ADVICE, 


As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 
And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing ev'ry night; 


If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhould prove, 
Fill your ſails with affection, your cabin with love. 


Let your hearts, like the main-maſt, be ever upright, 
And the union you boaſt, like our tackle be tight; 
Oi the ſhoals of Indiff'rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quicklands of Jealouſy never come ncar. 


If huſbands e&'er hope to live peaceable lives, 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to their wives; 
For the evener we go, boys, the better we fail, 


And on ſhip-board the helm is ſtill rul'd by the tail. 


Then liſt to your pilot, my boys, and be wiſe ; 
If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 


And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn. U 2 
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XXV. 


Wueu Britain, on her ſea-girt ſhore, 

Her white rob'd Druids erſt addreſs'd, 
What aid,“ ſhe cry'd, * ſhall I implore, 

What beſt defence, by numbers preſs'd ?? 
© Tho? hoſtile nations round thee riſe, 

(The myſtic oracles reply'd) 

And view thine iſle with envious eyes, 

Their threats defy, their rage deride 
Nor fear invaſion from your adverſe Gauls: 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


© Thine oaks, deſcending to the main, 
With floating forts ſhall ſtem the tides, 
Aſſerting Britain's liquid reign © 
Where'er her thund'ring navy rides; 
Nor leſs to peacetul arts inclin'd, 
Where commerce opens all her ſtores, 
In ſocial bands ſhall league mankind, 
And join the ſea-divided ſhores ; 


Spread then thy ſails where naval glory calls; 


Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls. 


* Hail, happy iſle! what tho? the vales 
No vine empurpled tribute yield, 
Nor fann'd with odour-breathing gales, 
Nor crops ſpontaneous glad the field: 
vet Liberty rewards the toil 
Of Induſtry, to labour prone, 
Who jocund ploughs the grateful ſoil, 
And reaps the harveſt ſhe has ſown : 
While other realms tyrannic {way inthralls, 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls.“ 


» > 
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Thus ſpake the bearded ſeers of yore, 
In viſions rapt of Britain's fame, 
Ere yet Iberia felt her pow'r, 
Or Gallia trembled at her name; 
Ere yet Columbus dar'd t' explore 
| New regions riſing from the main. 
From ſea to ſea, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Bear then, ye winds, the ſolemn ſtrain ! 
The ſacred truth an awe-ſtruck world appals: 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her wooden walls, 


1 
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XXVI. 


Curax Iv, my hearts, of courage true, 
The hour's at hand to try your worth; 
A glorious peril waits for you, 
And valour pants to lead you forth: 
Mark where the enemy's colours fly, boys; 
There, ſome muſt conquer, ſome muſt die, boys 2 
But that appals not you or me; 
For our watch-word it ſhall be, 
© Britons, ſtrike home! revenge your country's wrongs? 


When rolling miſts their march ſhall hide, 
At dead of night a choſen band, 
Liſt'ning to the daſhing tide, 
With ſilent ſtep ſhall print the ſand: 
Then, where the Spaniſh colours fly, boys, 
We'll ſcale the walls, or bravely die, boys; 
For we are Britons bold and free; 
And our watch-word it ſhall be, 
© Britons, ſtrike home! &c,? 
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The cruel Spaniard, then too Jate, 
Diſmay'd, ſhall mourn th' avenging blow 
Yet, vanquiſh'd, meet the milder fate 
Which mercy grants a fallen foe : 
Thus ſhall the Britiſh banners fly, boys, 
On yon proud turrets rais'd on high, boys; 
And while the gallant flag we lee, | 
We'll ſwear the watch-word ſtill ſhall be, 
© Britons, ſtrike home! &c.“ 


XXVI. 


Tux little bark may ſafely ride 
Where neither rocks nor quickſands lie; 
But, driv'n to ſea by wind and tide, 
As ſwift as ſwallows ſkim the ſky, 


The horror of the foaming main, 

The lightning's glare, the thunder's roar, 
Give little proſpect, that again 

The bark ſhall ever reach the ſhore. 


— —— — — — — — Z[‚ñ 


XXVIII. 
By R. B. Sheridan, Eſq. 


GCarar Cæſar, once renown'd in fame 
» Fora mighty arm and a laurel'd brow, 
With his vent, vidi, vici, came, 
And conquer'd the world with his row, dow, dow, 
And conquer'd, &c. | | 


” 
4 


Still | 
He {t 
Whe 
And 


NAVAL i AR 38 


Thus, ſhould our vaunting en'mies come, 
And winds and waves their courſe allow; 
In Freedom's cauſe we'll beat our drum, 
And they'll fly at the ſound of our row, dow, dow, 
Row, dow, &c. 


Then come, my lads, our glory ſhare, 

Whole honeſt hearts Britiſh valour avow ; 
At Honour's call, to camp repair, 

And follow the beat of my row, dow, dow. 
Row, dow, &c. | 


Ln — — — —. 
XXIX. 


F':x'o with ardour to engage, 

The foldicr dares the battle's rage! 

When groans, which ſhall be heard no more, 
Echo to the cannon's roar ; 

When the flying ranks are broke, 

And all is loſt in clouds of ſmoke: 

Death ſtalks triumphant o'er the field; 

On ev'ry fide the vanquiſh'd yield; 

And fainting victors ſcarcely live, 

Their dear-bought laurels to receive! 


Still he bleſſes the hours, when, baniſhing care, 

He ſhall triumph again in the ſmiles of the fair ; 

When wine, wit, and mirth, ſhall Love's pleaſures increaſe 
And his laurels ſhall bloom with the olive of Peace. 
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XXX. 
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I the Recruiting Serjeant. 


W nar a charming thing's a battle! 
Trumpets ſounding, drums a-beating z 

Crack, crick, crack, the cannons rattle, | 4 
Ev'ry heart with joy elating. 

With what pleaſure are we ſpying, 
From the front and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoky air, 

Heads, and limbs, and bullets lying! 

Then the groans of ſoldiers dying, 
Juſt like ſparrows, as it were. 

At each pop, 
Hundreds drop; 
While the muſkets prittle prattle: 
Kill'd and wounded 
Lie confounded, 
What a charming thing's a battle! 
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But the pleaſant joke of all, 
Is when to cloſe attack we fall; 
Like mad bulls each other butting, 
Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, cutting: 
Horſe and foot, 
All go to't, 
Kill's the word, both men and cattle; 
Then to plunder, 
Blood and thunder, 
What a charming thing's a battle! 
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XXXI. 


Tur gallant ſoldier born to arms, 

All willing from his home he goes; 
For honour leaves all other charms, 

To meet in field ſurrounding foes! 
In hopes, when war no more ſhall reign, 
To hail his native land again. 


Where'er he goes, in deadly fight, 
»Midſt din of arms and cannons' roar, 
His martial ardour gives delight, 
Till enemies for peace implore. 
The gallant ſoldier, &c. 


With pride he views his hard campaigns, 
When toils and dangers are no more; 
Of ſcars and wounds he ne'er complains, 
When *gain he meets his native ſhore, 
The gallant ſoldier, &c. 


_ — — 
XXXII. 


Yo YEA. 


I $a11' in the good ſhip the Kitty, 
With aſtiff-blowing gale and rough ſea; 
Left Polly, the lads call ſo pretty, 
Safe here at an anchor, yo yea. 
Yo yea, yo yea, 


Vor, Ii. X 
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She blubber'd ſalt tears when we parted, 
Ard cried, * Now be conſtant to me:“ 
I ſaid, * My love, don't be. down+hearted ;? 
So up went the anchor, yo yca, 
Yo yea, yo yea. 


When the wind whiſtled larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lee, 
The hope, I with her ſhould be harbour'd, 
Was =y cable and anchor, yo yea. 
| | TS yea, yo yea, 


And yet, my boys, wou'd you believe me? 
I return'd with no rhino from ſea : 
My Polly wou'd never receive me; 
So again I heav'd anchor, yo yea, 
Yo yea, yo yea. 


- | —— — 
XXXIII. 
W ſoldiers drink, we ſoldiers ſing; 


We fight our foes, and love our king; 
While all our wealth two words impart--- 
A knaplack, and a cheerful heart. 

While the merry merry fife and drum 
Bid intruding cares be dumb, 

Sprightly ſtill we ſing and play, 

And make dull liſe a holiday. 


Though we march, or though we halt, 

Or though the enemy we aſſault ; 

Though we're cold, or though we're warm, 
Though we the ſleeping city ſtorm; 

Still the merry merry fife and drum, Kc. 
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Are laſſes kind, or are they ſhy," 


Or do they pout they know not Why; 


While full the knapſack, light the heart, 
Content we meet, content we part ; 


For the merry merry fife and drum, &c. 


We ſigh not for the toils of ſtate ; 

We aſk not to be rich or great : 

For, be we rich, or be we poor, 

Are purſes full, or duns at door, 

Still the merry merry fife and drum, &c. 


Thus we drink, and thus we fing ; 

We beat our foes, and love our king; 
While all our wealth two words 1mpart--- 
A knapſack, and a cheerful heart : 


For the merry merry fife and drum, &c, 


XXXIV, 


By Edward Thompſon, Eſq. 


Loos: every ſail to the breeze; 


The courſe of my veſſel improve: 
J have done with the toils of the ſeas; 
Ye ſailors, I'm bound to my love. 


If Emma prove true as ſhe's fair, 

My griefs I'll throw all to the wind : 
*Tis a pleaſing reward for my care, 

That my miſtreſs is conſtant and kind. 
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My fails are all 1d to my dear: 

What tropic-bird ſwifter can move? 
How cruel, to hold his career, | 

That returns to the neſt of his love! 


Hoiſt every fail to the breeze; 
Come, ſhipmates, and join in my ſong : 
Let's drink, while the ſhip cuts the ſeas, 
To the gale that ſhall waft her along. 


XXXV, 


SorTtLy ſound the martial trumpet, 
Now the din of war 1s o'er ; 

Peace, fair maid, prepares a banquet ;. 
Laurell'd heroes pant no more. 


A calm retreat, where myrtles twine 
With moſſy roſe and ſweet woodbine, 
Shall recompenſe your toil and care : 
Vou've ſheath'd the ſword, now guard the fair. 
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CHARMING SUE, 


Tux wand'ring tar, return'd from far 
To view his native land, 
With gold in ſtore, from Aſia's ſhore, 
Soon ſought his Suſan's hand: 
© My Love,” ſaid he, come live with me: 
No more the buſy crew _ 
My time employs ; for all my joys 
Are centred now in Sue, | 
Charming Sue, my lovely Sue, my charming lovely Sue, 


© Thy conſtant ſwain has plow'd the main, 
Thro' perils great has run; 

From dreadful wars, behold his ſcars ! 
And ne'er thy ſailor ſhun. 

From danger free, no more the ſea 
Shall part our hearts ſo true ; 

For now, thy love his truth ſhall prove, 

| And live with charming Sue. 

Charming Sue, &c. 
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© Now Hymen's bands ſhall ſplice our hands, 
And knot our hearts in one: 

No more the gale ſhall bend my ſail; 
For thee, my reck'ning's run. 

Come then, my dear, no ſtorms we'll fear, 
Thy compaſs has prov'd true; 

And, while I live, my heart I'll give | 
To conſtant charming Sue. 

Charming Sue, &c.” 


— — — 
1 | II. 
By G. Keate, Eſq. 


Eve x let the ungrateful, and th' unkind, 
The faithleſs wretch, the narrow mind, 
| Enjoy their ſelfiſh dream : 
| Far let them wander from my fight; 
| They ne''er can reliſh what I write, 
When Friendſhip is my theme. 


'Tis to a heart like yours, that feels 
Each joy its ſacred fire reveals, 
I conſecrate theſe lines; 
Benevolence alone can know 
Its influence mild, that ſocial glow, 
Which ev'ry ſenſe refines, 


In Nature's wiſdom were we made 
Dependent on each other's aid, 

| Life's pleaſures to improve | 
| | Subject to wants which pity aſk, | 
; Aſſign'd in turn that nobleſt taſk 
1 | Of cheering thoſe we love, 
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Connected by this mutual tye, 

The world becomes one family, 
Doom'd the ſame fate to know: 

The gen'rous purpoſe ſwells the breaſt; 

And he who makes a brother bleſt, 
Himſelf is doubly ſo. 


Fairer than any fabled maid, 


That breathes beneath poetic ſhade, 
Or ſports in Tempe's vale; 

Grateful as is th' approach of Spring, 

Who wafts each bleſſing on her wing, 
Thrice lovely Friendſhip, hail! 


As life's uncertain ways we tread, 
Circled by cares, with dangers ſpread, 
How ſweet thy ſoothing voice, 

To guide the morning ſteps of youth, 
To fix them in the paths of truth, 
And point to Virtue's choice ! 


Nor leſs thy ſuce'ring hand we find, 
When noon-tide paſſions ſhake the mind, 
And give new evils birth; 
Or in the evening gloom of age, 
To calm its woes, its pains aſſuage, 
And raiſe it from the earth! 


Vain is each gift that Wealth can ſhow'r, 

Cheerleſs and cold Love's myrtle bow'r, 
By thee, bright nymph, unbleſt! 

Tho? Fortune laviſh ev'ry joy, 

If thou art abſent, ſoon they cloy: 
Midſt ſpendor we're diſtreſt. 
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But, with thee ev'ry walk is ſweet, 

The public haunt, the lone retreat, 

| The mountain's rugged ſides ; 

Thy ſun-ſhine gladdens ev'ry ſcene, 

Plays round the heart with rays ference, 
And human pomp derides | 


However humble be the ſpot 
Where Deſtiny ſhall fix my tot, 
My fig-tree, and my vine; 
Would Friendſhip make my roof her care, 
And plant her envy'd bleſſings there, 
I never ſhould repine, 


Confiding in a choſen few, 

Calmly Life's bus'neſs I'd purſue, 
And my good ſtars commend; 

In pity ſighing for the great, 

Who, midſt their luxury and ſtate, 
Scarce find a real friend. 


III. 
MA curl AMIE, 


Ms chere Amie, my charming Fair, 

Whoſe ſmiles can baniſh ev'ry care; 

In kind compaſſion {mile on me, 

Whoſe only care is love ob thee x 
Ma Chere Amie, &c. 


Vor. II. 3 Y 
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Under ſweet F riendſhip's ſacred name, 
My boſom caught the tender flame; 
May friendſhip in thy boſom be 


Converted into love for me! 


Ma Chere Amie, &c. 


Together rear'd, together grown, 
O let us now unite in one; 
Let pity ſoften thy decree : 
I droop, dear maid, I die for thee. 
Ma Chere Amie, &c. 


IV. 
By Mr. O'Keeffe. 


Luar Fame ſound the trumpet, and cry to the war; 
Let Glory re-echo the ſtrain; 

The full tide of Honour may flow from the ſcar, 
And heroes may {mile on their pain. 


The treaſures of Autumn let Bacchus diſplay, 
And ſtagger about with his bowl ; 
On ſcience let Sol beam the luſtre of day, 
And Wiſdom give light to the ſoul. 


Let India unfold her rich gems to the view, 
Each virtue, each joy to improve; 

Oh, give me the friend that I know to be true, 
And the fair that I tenderly love! 
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What's glory but pride? a vain bubble is fame, 


And riot the pleaſure of wine; 


What are riches but trouble? and title's a name; 


But friendſhip and love are divine ! 


— IE 


V. 


TnE RO WAL CArTIVvx. 
By William Shenſtone, Eſq. 


We: you hear, how once repining | 
Great Eliza captive lay; 

Each ambitious thought reſigning, 
Foe to riches, pomp, and ſway ? 


While the nymphs and ſwains, delighted, 
Tripp'd around in all their pride ; 


- Envying joys by others ſighted, 


Thus the royal maiden cry'd: 


© Bred on plains, or born in vallies, 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adieu? 


| Stranger to the arts of malice, 


Who would ever caurts purſue ? 


Malice never taught to treaſure, 
Cenſure never us'd to bear: 

Love is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure ; 
Love is all the damſel's care. 


How can they of humble ſtation - 
Vainly blame the Pow'rs above; 
Or accuſe the diſpenſation 
Which allows them all to love ? Y 
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© Love, like air, is widely given; 
 Pow'r nor chance can theſe reſtrain: 
Truck, nobleſt gifts of Heaven! 
Only pureſt on the plain! 


© Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 
All in ftars and garters dreſt, 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his noſegay on his breaſt. 


Pinks and roſes in profuſion, 

Said to fade when Chloe's near: 
Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion, 

But the ſhepherd 1s ſincere, 


Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail ! 

Cowſlips, all around her ipringiag, 
Sweetly paint the golden vale, 


Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move ſo ſprightly, look fo fair; 

Never breaſt with jewels laden 
Pour a long ſo void of care. 


* Would indulgent Heav*n had granted 
Me fome rural damſel's part! 

All the empire I had wanted 
Then had bcen my fthepherd's heart. 


Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains, 
Free from fetters, might I rove; 

Fearleſs taſte the cryſtal fountains ; 
Peaceful ſleep beneath the grove, 


#4, 
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© Ruſtics had been more forgiving z 
Partial to my virgin bloom : 

None had envy'd me when living; 
None had triumph'd o'er my tomb.” 


VI. 


ON THE FRIENDSHIP OF TWO YOUNG LADIES, 


B Dr. J. Hoadly, 


Hai, beauteous pair, whom Friendſhip binds 
In ſofteſt, yet in ſtrongeſt ties, 

Soft as the temper of your minds, 
Strong as the luſtre of your eyes! 


So Venus? doves in couples fly, 
And friendly ſteer their equal courſe; 
Whoſe feathers Cupid's ſhafts ſupply, 
And wing them with reſiſtleſs force, 


Thus as you move, Love's tender flame, 
Like that of Friendſhip, paler burns: 
Both our divided paſſion claim, 
And friends and rivals prove by turns. 


Then eaſe yourſelves, and bleſs mankind ; 
Friendſhip ſo curſt no more purſue : 

In Wedlock's roſy bow'r you'll find 
The joys of Love and Friendſhip too. 


16; 


© Forſake her (ſaid he), and reject her awhile; 
I ſhe love you, ſhe ſoon will return with a ſmile ; 
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VII. 
By Mr. Hylton. 


How eaſy was Colin! how blith, and how gay! 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how ſprightly his lay! 


So graceful her form, ſo accompliſh'd her mind, 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt be join'd ! 


Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever ſhe ſung, 

How juſt was her motion, how ſweet was her tongue! 
And when the youth told her his paſſionate flame, 
She allow'd him to fancy her heart felt the ſame, 


With ardour he preſs'd her to think him ſincere; 
But, alas! ſhe redoubled each hope and each fear: 
She would not deny, nor ſhe would not approve; 
And ſhe neitlier refus'd him, nor gave him her love. 


Now cheer'd by complacence, now froze by diſdain, 
He languiſh'd for freedom, but languiſh'd in vain ; 

Till Thyrſis, who pity'd fo helpleſs a ſlave, . 
Eas'd his heart of its pain by che counſel he gave. 80 


You can judge of her paſſion by abſence alone, 
And by abſence will conquer her heart or your own.” 


This advice he purſu'd ; but the remedy prov'd 
Too fatal, alas! to the fair one he lov'd : 

Wich cur'd his own paſſion ; but left her, in vain, 
To ſigh for a heart ſhe could never regain, | 
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By G. Keate, Eſq. 


LirrIE Zephyrs, Loves, and Graces, 
Bid each chilling wind be laid! 

Shelter'd in your warm embraces, 

See where comes my little Maid. 


With your guardian-wings protect her, 
Ev'ry motion hover o'er; 

Through her little path direct her: 
She ne'er ventur'd out before. 


Forth ſhe comes, a new-born creature, 


i lou her little blue eyes range! =_ 
Wonder fits on ev'ry feature; | 
| All around is gay and ſtrange. 

« if 


if Could'ſt thou, little Maid, but paint me 
What thy little fancy warms, 

Or thy little tongue acquaint me, 
*Midſt this glitter, what moſt charms! 


To a ſtranger all's inviting, 
All a morning beauty wears; 
Be the world, as now delighting, 
Taſte its joys, but not its cares ! 


Over theſe I draw a curtain, 

Leave their ſad approach to Chance; 
Not a truth than this more certain, 

* Bliſs is built on Ignorance. 
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Pity, gentleſt child of Heaven, 
Little Maid, will thee attend ; 


Innocence is alſo given 
As thy guardian, as thy friend: 


She ſhall wake thine heart to pleaſures 


Such as Virtue can diſcloſe : 


Give thee Love and Friendſhip's treaſures, 


Strew thy path with many a roſe. 


As in years, in wiſdom growing, 
Never from her ſide depart; 

Through thy future life ſtill ſhowing 
She had form'd thy youthful heart. 


Let the falſe world ne'er confound thee ; 


From its vices turn thine ear; 
Shun the bad examples round thee, 


Give them but a ſigh Loews tor eos: 


Thus ſelf-guarded, thus defended, 


Thy experience ſhall confeſs, 


Spite of what's by fools pretended, 


Virtue is true Happineſs ! 


Such a blameleſs track purſuing, 
Thy perfe&tion'd ſenſe ſhall tell, 

Oft this little ode reviewing, 
Little Maid, I wiſh'd thee well. 
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. 
By Miles Peter Andrews, Eſq. 


To win my Nancy's carly love, 
(For ſoon my flame burſt forth) 
In Honour's field I anxious ſtrove 
To give it humble worth, 
The poor deſert ſhe deign'd to prize, 
Approv'd my well-meant toil ; 
Cheer'd my return with gliſt'ning eyes, 
And paid me with a ſmile. 


wes — — — | | — 
By Mr. Holcroſt. 


Tux hero, conſcious of his worth, 
Amid tumultuous war ſedate, 

Arms Rage and Danger, ſends them forth, 
And ſeems to give decrees to Fate. 


When trumpets in the deafen'd car, 
With brazen thioat and warlike breath, 
Would drown the trembliny voice of Fear, 
And bid the coward look on Death; 


The hero, conſcious of his worth, 

Amid tumultuous war fedate, ; 
Arms Rage and Danger, ſends them forth, | 
And ſcems to give decrees to Fate. 
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XI. 
In Summer Amuſement, 
Lr not love thy heart enſnare; 


All its joys are ting'd with care, 
Fleeting pleaſures, laſting pain, 


Smiles that ne'er return again. 


Love our woe delighted hears, 

Fed with pangs, and thron'd in tears; 
For, when ev'ry ſtorm is o'er, 

Foe to peace, it reigns no more. 


XII, 
To Wrs3Do0n, 


O Pallas! I invoke thy aid! 
Vouchſafe to hear a wretched maid, 
By tender love depreſt; 
*Tis juſt that thou ſhouldit heal the ſmart, 
Inflicted by thy ſubtle art, 
And calm my troubled breaſt. 


No random ſhot from Cupid's bow, 
But by thy guidance, ſoft and flow, 
It funk within my heart; 
Thus, Love being arm'd with Wiſdom's force, 
In vain I try to ſtop its courſe, 
In vain repel the dars. 


nt, Oar tee. 
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O goddeſs, break the fatal league; 

Let Love, with Folly and Intrigue, 
More fit aſſoc iates find! 

And thou alone, within my breaſt, 

O! deign to ſoothe my griefs to reſt, 
And heal my tortur'd mind, 


XIII. 
By William Shenſtone, Eſq, 


Ao: EU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in floods of wine; 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl! 


Nor yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Nor yet is thought ſo tedious grown, 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me. 


And ſee, through yonder ſilent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adicu, 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire 

J ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 

And value reaſon next to love, Z 2 
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XIV. 
By Mr. 0'Reefſe. 


Tus tuneful lark, as ſoaring high 


Upon its downy wings, 


With wonder views the vaulted ſky, | 
And mounting ſweetly ſings. 


Ambition ſwells its little breaſt, 

| Suſpended high in air; 

= -- But, gently dropping to the neſt, 
Finds real pleaſure there. 


; XV, 


N1icuTt AT SfrA, 


Lo! yonder ſaffron beam of falling Day 


} Faint bluſhes on the occidental wave, 


Till twilight ſteals upon the mirror'd way 
* His fiery ſtceds fee ardent Phœbus lave, 


— — 


And ancient Night, with ſable pomp array'd, 
In cbon chariot has renew'd her reign; 

Where erſt the. ſportful nymphs themſelves diſplay'd, 
Upon the peaceful boſom of the main. | ji 


Moſt where portentous * Helen's dancing light | i 
The watchful mariners from far deſcry, | A 

And joyful hope, from the auſpicious fight, 4 
A genial ocean, and a cloudleſs ſky. 


* — _——— 


* A fiery meteor that ſorebodes fine weather at ſea. 


